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PREFACE. 



"The Breviary Office of the Church," remarks 
the reverend Author of the CatJiolic Choratist^ 
" is, next to the august Sacrifice of the Altar, 
the most acceptable tribute of praise that man 
can offer to his Maker ; and although, by reason 
of their various secular avocations, the laity are 
not bound, like the clergy, to its recital, yet that 
portion of it which includes the Hymns and Can- 
ticles might be frequently, if not daily, recited 
by them, with great spiritual benefit and fruit. 
Thus, besides the happiness of uniting with the 
Church in an important portion of her most ac- 
ceptable service, the Faithful would become daily 
more and more enlightened on the sublime truths 
and mysteries of Religion, and furnished with 
the most pathetic and edifying subjects of in- 
struction and meditation." He adds, that it 
was his wish to have inserted in his collection 
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together with the Vesper hjmns which he gives, 
those also of Matins and Lauds, but that his 
engagements had not allowed him the neces- 
sary leisure for their translation, with the excep- 
tion of a few only of the Matutinal hymns. 

The want thus intimated, it has been the 
object of the present Translator to supply. 
How imperfectly he has succeeded in his task, 
none can feel more than himself; yet, circum- 
stances having afforded him, during the past 
year, an uulooked-for amount of leisure, he 
thought he could not employ it more dutifully 
to the Church (feeling, at the same time, strongly 
attracted to the subject), than in an attempt to 
exhibit, for the first time in an English form, 
the entire series of those divine Hymns, which, 
in their Latin originals, have through ages been, 
and still continue to be, to countless saintly 
souls, the joy and consolation of their earthly 
pilgrimage. 

The present contribution to the existing store 
of Catholic vernacular Hymns consists of three 



PBEFAOE. VU 

portions. The first, and by far the largest por- 
tion, cbmprehends all the Hymns in the Roman 
Breviary, including those in the Officia Sancto* 
ram Angh'sd. The second portion comprises the 
Jiymns and Sequences of the Soman Missal ; 
and the third ' consists of Hymns from yarions 
sources. Of .these latter it may be obseiTed, 
that the Hymns on the Nativity, Annunciation, 
and Yij^itation, of our Blessed Lady, as al^ those 
to St. Annej St. Stephen, and St. John the Eyan- 
gelist, are from the Monastic Breviary of Cluny ; 
those on the; Purification and the Assumption, 
the Hymn to. Jesus,' and that for Sunday Morn- 
ing, from the Parisian Breviary ; and those to 
St. Joseph, St. Peter, St. Paul, and St. Pius the 
Fifth, from the Saccolta deUe Indvlgenze, Every 
hymn, without exception, has been newly trans- 
lated from the Latin ; and there is reason to be- 
lieve, that nearly half the hymns here given have 
never before appeared in the English tongue. 

As respects the Hymns in general, it may be 
useful to remark, that the greater number of 
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them appear to have been originally written, 
not with a view to private reading, but for 
the purpose of being snng to the beautiful 
ecclesiastical melodies by Monastic and other 
Beligious Bodies at their Office in Choir. This 
circumstance will serve to explain a few scat- 
tered expressions which otherwise might seem 
unreal ; as, for instance, where allusions occur 
to the practice of rising at midnight to sing 
oraises to God ; — and if, on the one hand, some 
few of the Hymns may so far appear less adapted 
1o the use of persons living in the world, it is 
our gain surely, on the other hand, thus, by 
occasional glimpses, to be reminded of that more 
perfect life, which has never ceased to be a 
reality in the Catholic Church. 

Another advantage, which we owe, doubtless, 
in a measm'e, to the same circumstance — an ad- 
vantage not to be despised in a sentimental age 
— ^is the exceedingly plain and practical charac- 
ter of these Hymns. Written with a view to 
constant daily use, they aim at something more 
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than merely exciting the feelings. They have a 
perpetaal reference to action. Their character 
is eminently objective. Their tendency is, to 
take the individnal ont of himself; to set before 
him, in turn, all the varied and sublime Objects 
of Faith ; and to blend bim with the universal 
family of the Faithful. In this respect they 
utterly differ from the hymn-books of modern 
heretical bodies, which dwelling, as they do, 
almost entirely on the state and emotions of the 
individual, tend to inculcate the worst of all 
egotisms. 

And here, although the Translator may seem 
to be pleading his own cause, yet he cannot re- 
frain from observing, that truly poetical as are 
many of these Hymns, as indeed well befits the 
sacred outpourings of Christ's tender Spouse, 
still, as a whole, the devotional is their primary 
and least disappointing aspects Whoever at- 
tempts to read them as mere poetry, will obtain 
from them little of that delight which they are 
capable of inspiring. And as this is true of the 
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original Latin, so it is truer ^till of the Hymns 
as they appear in the present translation ; in 
which, it is to be feared, the unadorned simpli- 
city of the prototype has too often degenerated 
into plainness; while its beauties have been 
faintly reflected, and their clear edge blunted 
in passing through a too earthly medium. 

Something still remains to be said respecting 
the Table prefixed to the present Collection. 
It may be observed, then, for the sake of those 
who are unacquainted with the subject, that 
several very important Feasts, as, for instance, 
those of the Blessed Virgin, of nearly all the 
Apostles, and of the English Saints, have no 
special Hymns of their own in the Boman Bre- 
viary, but draw their Hymns from the Common 
of Saints, whereas certain other Feasts of inferior 
rank have special Hymns attached to them. 
Hence it was found, that a mere statement of 
contents, however complete, would convey to 
the uninitiated eye a very inadequate and even 
erroneous view of the CathoJic Festivals ; and a 
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Calendar was accordingly chosen instead, both 
as serving to correct any such apparent dispro- 
portion in the Hymns, and also with the view of 
rendering them more readily serviceable for daily 
use, in the event of any person desiring so -to 
employ them. By its aid, the very youngest 
readers will be able to follow, with suflBcient 
exactness, the course of the ecclesiastical year ; • 
and happy indeed will the Translator be, if this 
little book may thus be permitted to have some 
share in fostering, among the youth of our Ca- 
tholic Seminaries, that ecclesiastical spirit, which 
finds its true home nowhere but in the Catholic 
heart, and which, if it be not necessary to the 
soul, is assuredly a most lovely grace, and a 
powerful auxiliary of the Faith. 

It will be observed, that on certain special 
Feasts, after a* reference to the proper hymns 
in the Breviary, reference is also made, in the 
Table, to the Sequence for the day, where 
there happens to be one, as also to the Hymns 
from various sources. The object of this is, to 
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give, at a single glance, all the Hymns in the 
Collection that belong to any particular Day, 
and, at the same time, to render the Calendar 
a complete table of reference to the entire 
contents of the volume. 

As regards the terms used in this translation, 
it may be as well to notice, that the word ctUtuSt 
in the few places where it occurs, has been 
translated worship^ no other English term pre- 
senting itself as, on the whole, so highly author- 
ized, or as so well expressing the character of that 
homage, supernatural though not divine, which 
the Christian soul takes delight in paying to the 
Angels and Saints, and to their blessed Queen. 

In conclusion, the Translator desires to ex- 
press here his warm thanks to those kind 
friends, both of the clergy and laity, who have 
assisted him in his work ; as also his acknow- 
ledgments for the help which he has received 
from existing versions. 

FeaH qf8t, Thomtu of Canterbury, 1848. 
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2<5 SS. John and Paul. Comm. of many Mart. 

27 Within the Octave of St. John the Baptist, as on 

Day. 

28 St. Leo, Pope. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

29 SS.PETEB AND PAUL. Vesp. 169. Mat. Comm. 

of Ap. 204. Lands, Beate pastor, 128, and Egregie 
dpctor, 129. 

30 Commemoration of St. Paul. Vesp. 129. Mat. 129. 

Lauds, Comm. of Ap. 



XXVI CALENDAR. 

JULY. 

1 Octave-Dfty of St. John the Baptist, as on Day. 

2 Visitation of B. V. Mary, as on her Feasts. 

Hymn on the Visitation, 270. 
3, 4, 6 Within the Octave of SS. Peter and Paul. 
Comm. of An. 

6 Octare-Day of SS. Peter and Paul. Comm. of Ap, 

7 Translat. of St. Thomas of Canterbury. Comm. of 

one Mart. 

8 St. Elizabeth, Q. of Portugal. Vesp.160. Mat. 100. 

Lauds 161 

10 Seven Brothers. Comm. of many Mart. 

11 St. Pius. Pope, Comm. of one Mart. 

12 St John Oualbert, Abbot. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

15 St. Anacletus, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 
14 St. Bonaventura. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

16 Translation of St. Swithin. Comm. of Conf. and 

Bish.* 

16 The B.V. Marv of Mount Carmel, as on her Feasts. 

17 Translation oi St. Osmund. Comm. of Conf. and 

Bish.* 

18 St. Camillus de Lellis. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

19 8t Vincent of Paul. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.^ 

20 St Jerome Emilian. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

21 St. Henry, Emperor. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

22 St.MarvMa^en. Vesp. 162. Mat. 164. Lauds 164. 

23 St Apolinans. Comm. of one Mart. 

24 St. Alexius, Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 
26 8t. Jamet the Oreater. Comm. of Ap. 

26 St. Anne, Mother of B.V. Mary. Comm. of Holy 

Women. Hymn to St. Anne, '263. 

27 St. Pantaleon. Comm. of one Mart. 

28 SS. Nazarius, Celsus, and Victor. Comm. of many 

Mart. 

29 St. Martha. Comm. of Virflr. not Mart. 

30 SS. Abdon and Sennen. Comm. of many Mart. 

31 St. Ignatius Loyola. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 



CALEITDAR. XXVll 



AUGUST. 

1 St. Peter's Chains. Yesp. 166. Mat. 127. Lauds 128. 

2 St. AlphonsuB Li^ori. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

3 Finding of St. Stephen, the First Martyr. Comm. 

of one Mart. 

4 St. Dominic. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

6 The B.y. Mary ad Nives, as on her Feasts. 

6 Transfiguration of our Lord. Yesp. 167. Mat. 167. 

Lauds 168. 

7 St. Csjetan. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

8 SS. Cyriacus, Largus, &c. Comm. of many Mart. 
10 St. LoMrenee. Comm. of one Mart. 

12 St. Clare. . Comm. of Yirg. not Mart. 

13 Within the Octave of St. Lautence» as on Day. 

16 ASSUMPTION OP B.V. MARY, as on her Feasts. 
Hymn on. the Assumption, 278. 
Sunday within the Octave of the Assumption — 

St. Joachim, Father of B.Y. Mary. Comm. of 
Conf. not Bish.* 

16 St. Hyacinth. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

17 Octave- Day of St. Laurence. Comm. of one Mart. 

20 St. Bernard, Abhpt. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

21 St. Jane Frances de Chantal, Widow. Comm. of Holy 

Women. 

22 Octave-Day of the Assumption, as on Day. 

23 St. Philip Benizi. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

24 St. Barfholomew. Comm. of A p. 

25 St. Louis, King of France. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

26 St. Zephyrinus, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 

27 St. Joseph Calasanetius, Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

28 St. AuRTUstine. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

29 Beheading of St. John the Baptist. Comm. of one 

Mart. ' 

30 St. Bose of Lima. Comm. of Yirfr. not Mart. 

31 St. Aidan. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 



XXVlll CALENDAR. 

SEPTEMBER. 

1 St. Baymimd Nonnatiu. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

2 St. Stephen, Eiu? of Hanrary. Coihm. of Conf. not 

Bish.'* 
6 St. Laurence Justinian. Oomm. of. Conf. and Blsh.* 

8 Nativity of B.V. Maty, as on her Feasts. Hymn 

on the NativitT of B.V. Mary, 265. 
Snnday within the Octave. 

The most holy Name of B.V. Mary, as on 

9 Within the Octave of the Nativity of B.Y.M. as on 

Day. 
10 St. Nicholas of Tolentinum. Comm. of Conf. not 
Blsh. 

14 Exaltation of the Holy Cross, as on Passion-Sunday. 

Vesp. 89. Mat. 91. Lauds 93. 

15 Octave-Day of the Nativity of B.Y.M. as on Day. 
Third Sunday in September — 

The Seven Dolours of B.V. Mary. Vesp. 
169. Mat. 171. Lands 173. 

16 SS. Cornelius and Cyprian. Comm. of many Mart. 

17 Stigmas of St. Francis. Comm. of Conf. not Biah. 

18 St. Joseph of Cupertino. Contm. of Conf. not Bish. 

19 St Januarius and Companions. Comm. of many 

Mart. 

20 St. Eustachius and Companions. Comm. of many 

Mart. 

21 8i, Matthew, Comm. of Ap. 

22 St. Thomas of Villanova. Comm. of Conf. and Bish.* 

23 St. Linus, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 

24 The B. V. Mary of Mercy, as on her Feasts. 

26 S9. Cyprian and Justina. Comm. of many Mart. 

27 SS. Cosmas and Damian. Comm. of many Mart. 

28 St. Wineeslaus, Duke. Comm. of one Mturt 

29 DtdieationofSt, Michael, Vesp. 145. Mat. 146. 

Lauds, Christe sanctorum, 133 

30 St. Jerome. Comm. of Conf. not Bish, 



OALENDAR. XXIX 

OCTOBER. 

First Sunday in October— 

The Most Holy Bosary of B.V. Mary, as on 
her Feasts. 

1 St. Bemigias. Comm. of Conf. and Bish.* 

2 The Boly Guardian Angels. Vesp. 17^ Mat. 174. 

Lands 175. 

3 St. Thomas of Hereford. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

4 8t. Francis of Assisinm. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 
6 St. Flacidus and Companions. Comm. of many Mart. 

6 St. Bruno. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

7 St. Mark, Fope. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 
Second Sunday in October^ 

Maternity of B.V. Mary.. Mat. 177. Lands 
178. vesp. as on her Feasts. 

8 St. Bridget. Comm. of Holv Women. 

9 SS. Dionysius, Busticus, and Eleutherius. Comm. 

of many Ma^. 

10 St. Fanlinus, Archbishop of York. Comm . of Co n f . 

and Bi&h. 

11 St. Francis Borgia. Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

12 St. Wilfrid. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

13 Translation of St. Edward, King and Confessor. 

Comm. of Conf. not Bish.* 

14 St. Callistus, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 
Third Sunday m October- 
Purity of B. V.Mary. Vesp. 179. Mat. 181. 

Lauds as on her Feasts. 

15 St. Teresa. Vesp. 182. Mat. 183. Lauds 182. 

16 Within the OctaTC of St. Edward, as on Day. 

17 St. Hedwiges. Comm. of Holy Women. 

18 St. Luke. Comm. of Ap. 

19 St. Peter of Alcantara. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. * 

20 Octave-Day of St. Edward, as on Day. 

21 St. Ursula and Companions. Comm. of Virg. and 

Mart. 
Fourth Sunday in October— 

Patronage of B.V. Mary^ as on her Feasts. 

22 St. John Cantius. Vesp. 184. Mat. 186. Lauds 187. 

23 Feasts of our Most Holy Bedeemer. Vesp. Creator 

alme 43. Mat. Berum Creator 22. Lauds, Salti- 
tis homanie 100. 



XXX CALEMOAiU 

24 St. Raphael the Arohsngrel. Vesp. 188. Mat. 188, 

Laaos 190. 

25 St. John of Beverly. Gomm. of Goaf, and Blsh. 

26 St. ETaristos, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 

28 88. Simon andJude. Gomm. of Ap. 

29 Venerable Bede. Gomm. of Gonf. not Bish.* 



NO VEMBEB, 

1 ALL SAINTS. Vesp. 191. Mat. 191. Lands 193. 

2 All Souls. No hymn in the Office of the Day. 

Sequence in Mass for the Dead, 211. 

3 St. Winefrid. Gomm. of Virg. and Mart. 

4 St. Gharles Borromeo. Gomm. of Conf. and Blsh. 
6, 6, 7 Within the Octave of all Saints, as on Day . 

8 Octave- Day of All Saints, as on Day. 

9 Dedication of the Basilica of oar Saviour. Gomm. 

of the Dedication of a Gharch. 

10 St. Andrew Avellino. Gomm. of Gonf. not Bish. 

11 St. Martin. Gomm. of Gonfl and Bish. 

12 St. Martin, Pope. Gomm. of one Mart. 

13 St. Didacus. Gomm. of Gonf. cot Bish. 

14 Translation of St. ISrconwald, Gomm. of Gonf. and 

Blsh.* 

15 St. Qertrude. Gomm. of Virg. not Mart. 

16 St. Edmund. Gomm. of Conf. and Bish. 

17 St. Hugh. Gomm. of Gonf. and Bish. 

18 Dedication of the Basilica of SS. Peter and Paul. 

Gomm. of the Dedication of a Church. 

19 St. Elizabeth. Gomm. of Holy Women. 
^ St. Edmund, King. Gomm. of one Mart. 

21 Presentation of B. V. Marv, as on her Feasts. 

22 St. Cecilia. Gomm. of Virg, and Mart 

23 St. Clement, Pope. Comm. of one Mart. 

24 St. John of the Gross. Gomm. of Gonf. not Bish.* 
26 St. Catherine. Comm. of Virg. and Mart. 

26 St. Felix of Valois. Comm.of Conf. not Bish.* 

27 St. Gregory Thaumaturgus. Comm. of Conf. and 

Bish. 
29 St. Satominus. Comm. of one Mart. 
90 8t, Andrew. Comm. of Ap. 



CALENDAJU ZXZl 



DECEMBER. 

2 St. Bibiana. Comm. of Virg. and Mart. 

3 St. Francis Xavier. Comm. of Conf. not Bish. 

4 St. Peter ChrjsologuB., Comm. of Conf. and Biah.* 

5 St. IKrinus. Comm. of Couf. and Bish. 

6 St. Nicholas of Myra. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

7 St. Ambrose. Comm. of Conf. and Bish.* 

8 Conception ofB. V, Mary, as on her Feasts. 

Hymns from the Office of the Immacohite Con- 
ception, 255. 
9, 10 Within the Octave of the Conception, as on 
Day. 

11 St. Damasos, Pope. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 

12 Within the Octave of the Conception, as on Day. 

13 St. Lucy. Comm. of Vir^. and Mart. 

15 Octave-Day of the Conception,! as on Day. 

16 St. Easebias, Bish. Comm. of one Mart. 

18 Expectation of B.Y. Mary, as on First Sunday in 

Advent. Veep. 43. Mat. 46. Lauds 46. 
21 St Thomas. Comm. of Ap. 
25 NATIVITY OF OUR LOUD. Veep. 48. Mat. 48. 
Lands 49. 
Hymn 6n Christmas-Day, 250. 

Memento rerum Conditor, 201. 
20 Si. Stephen, the First Martyr. Comm. of one Mart. 

Hymn to St. Stephen, 285. 
27 St. John the Ecangeliet, Comm. of Ap. 

H^mns to St. John, 287 and 289. 
2S HolMlnnoeente. Mat. 61. Lauds 52. Vesp. 52. 

29 St. Thomae of Canterbury. Comm. of one Mart. 

30 Within tbe Octave of the Nativity, as on Day. 

31 St. Sylvester. Comm. of Conf. and Bish. 



Let the word of Christ dwell in yon abundantly, in all 
wisdom: teaching and admonishiifgr one another in 
psalms, hymns, and spiritual canticles, singing in grace 
in your hearts to God. 

Epittle qfSi, Paul to the Coloitiami, 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY. 



^Wt I. 



HYMNS FOR THE WEM- 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY. 



HYMNS FOR THE WEEK. 



MATINS. 
Primo die quo Ttinitfu, 

This day the glorious Trinity 

Creation's work began; 
This day the world's Creator rose, 

O'jercomiog death for man. 

u 2 



HYMNS FOE THE WEEK. 

Casting betimes dull sloth away, 

We too will rise by night ; 
And with the Prophet seek the Lord, 

Before the dawning light. 

So may He stretch His hand to save 

And hear us in His love; 
And renovate us by His grace, 

For our true home above. 

So, while on this His holy Day, 

At this most sacred hour, 
Our psalms amid the stillness rise. 

May He His blessings shower. 

Father of lights! keep us this day 
From sinftil passions free ; 

Grant us, in every word, and deed, 
And thought, to honour Thee. 

Assist us, Purity divine, 
Within our hearts to quell 

Those evil fires which, cherish'd here. 
Augment the flames of hell. 



HYMNS FOB THE WEEK. 6 

Sa-viour, of Thy sweet clemency, 

Wash Thou our sins away ; 
Grant us Thy peace— grant us with Thee 

Thine own eternal day. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
AVTio reignest,. with the Holy^Grhost, 

While endless ages run. 



Jrom tl)e ©ctafte of ^tntecoat to ti^e iSuntiag 
nearest jti^e first of ^ctohtx. 

Node aurgentea vigilemui omnes. 

Let us arise and watch ere dawn of light, 
And to the Lord our hearts and voices raise ; 
And meditate in psalms, and all unite 
In holy hymns of praise. 

■ 

So, blending here our strains to God on high, 
Hereafter, in the courts of Heaven's great King, 
May we be meet His praise eternally 
Among His Saints to sing. 



6 HYMNS FOlt THE WEEK. 

Father supreme ! this grace on us confer, 
And Thou, Son, hj an eternal birth ! 
With Thee, coequal Spirit Comforter ! 
Whose glory fills the earth. 



• LAUDS. 

JSierTie rerum conditor. 

Dkead Framer of the earth and sky ! 

Vfho dost the circling seasons give ! 
And all the cheerful change supply 

Of alternating mom and eve I 

Light of our darksome journey here. 
With days dividing night from night 1- 

Loud crows the dawn's shrill harbinger, 
And wakens up the sunbeams bright. 

Forthwith at this, the darkness chill 
Betreats before the star of mom ; 

And from their busy schemes of ill, 
The vagrant crews of night retnm. < 



HYMNS FOK THE WEEK. , *J 

Fresh hope, at this, the sailor cheers ; 

The waves their stormy strife allay ; 
The Church's Bock at this, in tears, • 

Hastens to wash his guilt- away. 

Arise ye, then, with one accord ! 

%Nor longer wrapt in slumher lie ; 
The cock » rebukes all who their Lord 

By -sloth neglect, by sin deny. 

At his clear cry joy springs afresh ; 

Health courses through the sick man's veins ; 
The diigger glides into its sheath ; 

The fallen soul her faith regains. 

Jesu ! look on us when we fall ; — 

One momentary glance of Thine 
Can from her guilt the sonl recall 

To tears of penitence divine. 

Awake us from false sleep profound. 
And through our senses pour Thy light ; 

Be Thy blest name the first we sound 
At early dawn, the last at night. 



3 HTUNS FOR THE WEEK. 

To God the Father glory be, . 

And to His sole-begotten Son ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost! to Thee, 

While eyerlasting ages ran. 

Jprom t^e <f^ctBbe of ^entecodt to t!^e ^untiap 
nearest ti^e first of <>^cto&(r. 

Sceejam nodii tenuatur umbra. 

Lo, fainter now lie spread the shades of night, 
And upward shoot the trembling gleams of 

morn: 
Suppliant we bend before the Lord of Light, 
And pray at early dawn, — 

That His sweet charity may all our sin 
Forgive, and make our miseries to cease ; 
May ^ant us health of soul, grant us delights 
Of everlasting peace. 

Father supreme ! this grace on us confer ; 
And Thoo, Son, by an eternal birth ! 
With Thee, coequal Spirit Comforter ! 
Whose glory fills the earth. 



HYMKS FOR THE WEEK. 9 

HYMN AT PRIME. 

^n ^untyaos anti i!BfUeli=TyaQS tl^oug^out 

tf)e $ear. 

Jam 2«4n« orto aidere. 

Now doth the sno ascend the sky, 
And wake 'creation with its ray ; 

Keep us from sin, Lord most high ! 
Through all the actions of the day. 

Curb Thou for us th' unruly tongue ; 

Teach us the way of peace to prize ; 
And close our eyes against the throng 

Of earth's absorbing yanities. 

Oh, may our hearts be pure within ! 

No cherished madness vex the soul ! 
May abstinence the flesh restrain, 

And its rebellious pride control. 

So when the eyening stars appear, 
And in their train the darkness bring ; 

May we, O Lord, with conscience clear. 
Our praise to Thy pure glory sing. 



10 " HrMNS fOR THE WEEK. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to His sole-begotten Son ; 

Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 
While everlasting ages run. 

HYMN AT TERCE. 

ti^e ®ear. 

Nunc Sancte nohia Spiritus. 
Come, Holy Ghost, and through each heart 

In Thy full flood of glory pour ; 
Who, with the Son and Father art 

One Godhead blest for evermore. 

So shall voice, mind, and strength conspirp 
Salvation's anthem to resound ; 

So shall our hearts be set on fire, 
And kindle every heart around. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole^begotten Son ! 
Who, witl^ the Holy Ghost most high, 

Beignest while endless ages ran. 



HTMV8 FOR THE WEEK. 11 



HYMN AT SEXT. 

^n S6antiaps antr SSteefi-traes t^ongi^out 

fte Seat. 

Sector poteru^verax Deut. 

Lord of eternal trnth and might ! 

Buler of Nature's changing scheme ! 
Who dost bring forth the morning light, 

And temper noon's efiulgent beam : 

Quench Thou in us the flames of strife, 
' And bid the heat of passion cease ; 
From perils guard^ our feeble life, 
And keep our souls in perfect peace. 

Father of mercies I hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole-begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holj Ghost most high, 

Beignest while endless ages run. 



12 HYMNS FOR THE WEEK. 

HYMN AT NONE. 

r 

tibe $ear. 

Berum Deu» tenax vigor* 

Thou true life of all that live ! 

Who dost, unmoved, all motion sway 
Who dost the mom and evening give, 

And through its changes guide the day : 

Thy light upon our evening pour, — 
So may our souls no sunset see; 

But death to us an open door 
To an eternal moruing he. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry; 

Hear us, sole-hegotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Beignest while endless ages run. 



HYMNS FOB THE WEEK. 13 
HTMN AT VBSPEBS. 

^n SttnUaQ toi^en no o^er l^emn ts 
appointetr. 

Lueis Creator optitM, 

O BLEST Creator of the light ! 

Who dost the dawn from darkness bring ; 
And framing Natnre^s depth and height, 

Didst with the light Thy work begin ; 

Who, gently blending eve with mom, 

And morn with eve, did^st call them day ; — 

Thick flows the flood of darkness down ; 
Oh, hear us as we w0ep and pray ! 

Keep Thou our souls from schemes of crime: 
Nor guilt remorseful let them know ; 

Nor, thinking but on things of time, 
Into eternal darkness go. 

Teach us to knock at Heaven's high door ; 

Teach us the prize of life to win ; 
Teach us aM evil to abhor, 

And purify ourselves within. 



14 HYMNS FOR THE WEEK. 

Father of mercies! hear our cry ; 

Hear u&, O sole-begotten Son ! 
"Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Reignest while endless ages run. 



MATINS. 
8omno refecti* arfubtu, 

OoR limbs with tranquil sleep refresh'd, 
Lightly from bed we spring ; - 

Father supreme ! to us be nigh, 
While In Thy praise we sin^. 

Thy love be first in every heart, 

Thy name on every tongue ; 
Whatever we this day may do. 

May it in Thee be done. 

Soon will the morning star arise, 

And chase the dusk away ; 
The guilt that may have come^ith night, 

May it depart with day. 



HYMNS FOR TH£ WEEK. 15 

Cut off in US whatever root . 

Of BID or sbame there be ; 
So evermore from bosoms pure 

Be reuderbd praise to Theo. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
Wfio reignest, with the Holy Ghost, 

While endless ages run. 



LAUPS. 
Sfplendor paterriiS gloria. 

O Thou the Father^s Image blest ! 

Who callest forth the morning ray ; 
Thou eternal Light of light I 

And inexhaustive Fount of day ! 

True Sun! — upon our souls arise, 

Shining in beauty evermore; 
And through each sense the quickening beam 

Of Thy eternal Spirit pour. 



16 HYMNB FOB THE WEEK. 

Thee too, Father, we entreat, 
Father of might and grace divine ! 

Father of glorious majesty ! 
Thy pitying eye on us incline. 

Confirm us in each good resolve; 

The Tempter's envious rage subdue ; 
Turn each misfortune to our good; * 

Direct us right in all we do. 

Bule Thou our inmost thoughts; let no 
Impurity our hearts defile; 

Grant us a sober heart and mind ; 
Grant us a spirit free from guile. 

May Christ Himself be our true Food, 
And Faith our daily cup supply; 

While from the Spirit's tranquil depth 
We drink unfailing draughts of joy. 

Still ever, pure as mom*s first ray, 
May modesty our steps attend ; 

Our faith be fervent as the noon; 
Upon our souls no night descend. 



> HYMNG FOB THE WEEK. 17 

Fast breaks the dawn. — ^Each whole in Each, 
Gome, Father blest ! come, Son most High ! 

Shine in oar souls, and be to them 
The dawn of Immortality. 

To God the Father glory be, 

And to His sole-begotten Son ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 

While everlasting ages run. 



VESPERS. 
Tmmeiue eodi eondUor, 
LoBD of immensity sublime ! 

Who, lest the waters should coufound 
Thy world, didst them in earliest time 
Divide, and make the skies their bound ; 

Framing for some on earth below^ 
For others in the heavens a place ; 

That, tempered thus, the sun's hot glow 
Might not Thy beauteous works efface. 



18 HTMNS FOB THE WEEK. 

Upon onr fainting souls distil 
The grace of Thy celestial dew ; 

Let no fresh snare to sin beguile, 
No former sin reyive anew. 

Grant us the grace, for love of Thee, 
To scorn all vanities below ; 

Faith, to detect each falsity ; 
And knowledge, Thee alone to know. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole^begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Beigiiest while endless ages run. 



•I— 



MATINS. 
Consort patemi lumnit* 

Pure Light of light ! eternal Day, 
Who dost the Father's brightness share ; 

Our chant the midnight silence breaks ; — 
Be nigh, and hearken to our prayer. 



tttUSB FOR THE WBBlt. 19 

Scatter the darkness of our minds, 
And turn the hosts of hell to flight ; 

Let not onr souls in sloth repose, 
And sleeping sink in endless night. 

O Christ I for Thy dear mercy's sake, 
Spare us, who put our trust in Thee ; 

Nor let our early hymn ascend 
In vain to Thy pure Miy'esty. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, O sole-hegotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Beignest while endless ages ran. 



LAUDS. 

Ales diei nunHus* 

Now, while the herald hird of day 
Announces morning bright ; 

Christ also, speaking in the soul, 
Wakes her to life and light. 

c 3 



20 HYMNS FOB THE WEEK. 

*Take up your beds,' we hear Him say, 

'No more in slumber lie; 
In justice, truth, and temperance, 

Keep watch ; — ^your Lord is nigh/ 

O Jesus ! art Thou nigh indeed?— 
Then let us watch and weep ; 

This truth but once in earnest felt 
Forbids the heart to sleep. 

Break, Lord, the spell that wraps us round 

In deadly bonds of night ; 
Unbind the chains of former guilt ; 

Renew in us Thy light. 

To God the Father glory be, 

And sole eternal Son ; 
And glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 

While endless ages run. 



HYMNS FOB THE WEEK. 21 



VESPERS. 
Teliuria alme conditor, 

O BOUNTEOUS Framer of the globe! 

Who with Thy mighty hand 
Didst gather up the rolling seas, 

And firmly base the land : 

That so the freshly teeming earth 
Might herb and seedling bear 

All in their early beauty gay 
With flowers and fruitage fair 

On our parch'd souls pour Thou, Lord, 

The freshness of Thy grace ; 
So penitence shall spring anew, 

And all the past efface. 

Grant us to fear Thy holy law, 

To feel Thy goodness nigh : 
Grant us through life Thy peace ; in death 

Thine immortality. 



22 HTMirS FQB THE WEEK. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
Who reignest, with the Holy Ghost, 

While endless ages run. 



-I— 



WATINS. 
Berum Creator optime, 
BLEST Creator of the world ! 
Look in compassion down ; 
Nor let the guilty sleep of sin 
Our souls in t(Mpor dro>vn. 

Lord of all holiness ! may we 
Have favour in Thy sight; 

Who, to set forth Thy glory, rise 
Before ihe morning light. 

Who, as the holy Psalmist bids. 
Our hands thus early raise ; 

And in the midnight sing with Paul 
And Silas hymns of praise. 



BYMKS FOE THB WEEK. 23 

Jesii ! to Thee oar deeds we show, 

"To Thee oar hearts lie hare ; 
Oh, hearken to the sighs we send, 

And in Thy pity spare. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
Who reignest, with the Holy Ghost, 

While endless ages run. 



LAUDS. 

Nox gt ienebrm et mibUa, 
Ye mist and darkness, cloud and storm, 

Confused creations of the night ; — 
Light enters — morning streaks the sky — 

Christ comes, — 'tis time ye took your flight. 

Pierced by the sun's ethereal dart, 
Night's gloomy mass is cleft in twain ; 

And, in the smiling face of day. 
Nature resumes her tints again. 
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Christ, we know no sun but Thee ! 

Shine in our souls divinely bright ! 
We seek Thee in simplicity ; 

Through all our senses shed Thy light. 

A thousand objects all aroand 
In false, delusive coloura shine ; 

To purge them clear, we ask, dear Lord, 
But one immortal beam of Thine. 

To God the Father glory be, 

And to His sole -begotten Son ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 
, While everlasting ages run. 



VESPEBS. 
CaU Deui tanctUrime, 



LoBD of eternal parity! 

Who dost the world with light adorn. 
And paint the fields of azare sky 

With lovely hues of eve and morn; 



HrMKS FOS THE WEEK. 2a 

Wlio didst command the sun to light 
His fiery wheel's eflfulgent blaze ; 

Didst set the moon her circuit bright ; 
The stars their ever-winding maze : 

That, each within its order'd sphere, 
They might divide the night from day ; 

And of the seasons, through the year. 
The well remember'd signs display : 

Scatter our night, eternal God, 
And kindle Thy pure beam within ; 

Free us from guilt^s oppressive load, 
And break the deadly bonds of sin. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole-begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Reignest while endless ages run. 
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MATINS. 
Nox atra return eontegU, 

The pall of night o'ershades tbe oarth, 
And hides the tints of daj ; — 

Thou ! to whom no night comes near, 
Dread Judge ! to Thee we pray : 

That all our guilt Thou wilt remove, 
And our lost peace restore ; 

And of Thj mercy grant us grace 
Thee to offend no more. 

Tlie g\^ilty soul, which all too long 

In lethargy hath lain. 
Yearns to cast off her load, and seek 

Her Saviour*s face again. 

Expel from her the darkness. Lord, 

Of her internal night ; 
Renew her bliss — renew in her 

Thy beatific light, 
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Father of mercies ! hear oar cry ; 

Hear lu, coeqaal Son ! 
Who reignest, with the Holy Ghost, 

While endless ages run. 



LAUDS. 

Imx eece ntrgit aurea. 

Now with the rising golden dawn, 
Let as, the children of the day, 

Cast off the darkness which so long 
Has led oar guilty souls astray. 

Oh, may the mom so pure, so clear, 
Its own sweet calm in as iostil ; 

A guileless mind, a heart sincere, 
Simplicity of word and will : 

And ever, as the day glides by, 
May we the busy senses rein ; 

Keep guard tipon the hand and eye, 
Nor let the body suffer staio. 
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For all day long, on Heaven's high tower. 
There stands a SentineV, who spies 

Our every action, hour by hour. 
From early dawn till daylight dies. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to His sole-begotten Son ; 

Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 
While everlasting ages run. 



VESPERS. 
MagiUB Dew potentia. 

Lord of all power ! at whose command, 
The waters, from their teeming womb. 

Brought forth the countless tribes of fish, 
And birds of every note and plume : 

Who didst, for natures link'd in birth^ 
Far different homes of old prepare ; 

Sinking the fishes in the sea ; 
Liftipg the birds aloft in air ; 
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Lo ! born of Thy baptismal wave, 
We ask of Thee, Lord divine ! 

* Keep as, whom Thou hast sanctified 
In Thy own Blood, for ever Thine. 

Safe from all pride, as from despair; 

Not smik too low, nor raised too high ; 
Lest, raised by pride, we headlong fall ; 

Sunk in despair lie down and die.' 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, soie*begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Reignest while endless ages run. 
—4. — 



JFrtoac. 

MATINS. 
Tu TnnUaHs Unita$, 

O Thou ! Who dost all Nature sway, 

Dread Trinity in Unity ! 
Accept the trembling praise we pay 

To Thy eternal Majesty. 
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\ 



For one and all we now arise, 

While solemn midnight breathes around, 
To seek from Thee, with tears and eighs, 

A healing balm of every wound. 

Almighty Lord ! whatever guilt 
Satan hath wrought in ns this night, 

Oh may it now before Thee melt 
As mist before the morning light. 

Grant us a body pure within ; 

A wakeful heart, a ready will ; 
Grant ns, by no deep cherishM sin. 

The fei-vour of the soul to chill. 

Kindle our minds, Redeemer true, 
With Thy most pure celestial ray ; 

So may we walk in safety through 
All the temptations of the day. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear ns, sole-begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Reignest while endless ages run. 
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LAUDS. 
Mtema eali gloria. 

Eternal Glory of the heayens ! 

Blest Hope of all on earth ! 
God, of eternal Gtodhead bom ! 

Man, by a yirgin birth ! 

Jesu ! be near as when we wake ; 

Ai\d, at the break of day, 
With Thy blest touch aronse the soul, 

Her meed of praise to pay. 

The star that heralds in the morn 
Is fading in the skies ; 
The darkness melts ; — Thou, true Light, 
Once more on us arise. 

Steep all our senses in Thy beam ; 

The world*s false night expel ; 
Purge each defilement from the soul, 

And in our bosoms dwell. 
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Come, early Faith ! fix in our hearts 

Thy root immovably ; 
Come, smiling Hope ! and, greater still, 

Come, heaven-bom Charity ! 

To God the Father glory be, 

And sole eternal Son ; 
And glory, Holy Ghost! to Thee, 

While endless ages run. 



VESPERS. 
Sominig supeme eondUor, 

Maker of men ! who First and Sole, 
All things in wisdom ordering, 

Didst from the teeming earth bring forth 
Wild beasts, and every creeping thing : 

At whose command, instinct with life, 
Huge forms emerged from shapeless clay ; 

Ordain' d, through their appointed times, 
Man, Thy frail servant, to obey 
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Expel from us wild passions, Lord, 
With all the reptile brood of sin ; 

Nor suffer vice, familiar grown, 
To make itself a home within. 

Hereafter grant thin^ endless joys ; 

Here thy continual grace supply ; 
Unweave the guilty web of strife ; 

Draw close the bonds of unity. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole-begotten Son ! 
Who, with the Holy Ghost most high, 

Beignest while endless ages run. 



Satuniat?' 

MATINS. 
SumnuB Parens elemiutus. 

Thou eternal Source of love ! 

Kuler of Nature*s scheme ! 
In Substance One, in Persons Three ! 

Omniscient and Supreme ! 

D 
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For thy dear mercy's sake receive 
The strains and tears we pour, 

And purify our hearts to taste ' 
Thy sweetness more and more. 

Our flesh, our reins, onr spirits, Lonl, 

In thy clear fire refine ; 
Break down the self-indulgent will ; 

Gird us with strength divine. 

So may all we, who here are met 
By night thy name to hless, 

One day, in our eternal home, 
Thy promises possess. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
Who reignest with the Holy Ghost 

While endless ages run. 
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LAUDS. 

Aurora jam tpargU polam. 

The dawn is spriukling in the East 
Its golden shower, as day flows in ; 

Fast mount the pointed shafts of light ;•— » 
Farewell to darkness and to sin I 

Awaj, ye midnight phantoms all ! 

Away, despondence and despair ! 
Whatever guilt the night has braught, 

Now let it vanish into air. 

So, Lord, when that last morning breaks 
Looking to which we sigh and pray, 

may it to thy minstrels prove 
The dawning of a better day. 

To God the Father glory be, 

And to his sole-begotten Son ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 

While everlasting ages run. 

D 2 
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VESPERS. 
Jam sol recedit igmus. 

Now doth the fiery sun decline : — 
Thou, Unity Eternal ! shine ; 

Thou, Trinity ! thy blessings pour. 

And make our hearts with love run o'er. 

Thee in the hymns of mom we praise ; 
To Thee our voice at eve we raise ; 
grant us, with thy Saints on higb. 
Thee through all time to glorify. 

Pi-aise to the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 

As ever was in ages past. 
And so shall he while ages last 



The Bymns at 2£atitUf Lauds, and Vetpers, during 
Lewt and Hotter, toill be found among thoee belonging to 
the Proper qfthe Season, 



HYMNS FOB THE WEEK. 37 

HYMN AT COMPLINE. 

fte gear. 

Te luc%8 ante twminum. 

Now with the fast-departing light, 
Maker of all ! we ask of Thee, 

Of thy great mercy, through the night 
Our guardian and defence to be. 

Far off let idle visions fly ; 

No phantom of the night molest : 
Curh tnou our raging enemy. 

That we in chaste repose may rest. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, sole-begotten Son ! 
Who, ^vith the Holy Ghost most high, 

Reignest while endless ages run. 
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ANTIPHONS 
OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. 



jFrom tjc JCrst SunUap In ?lTHJcnt to tfx 
JFeast of t^e purification. 

AJma Bedemptoria Mater. 

Mother of Christ ! hear tlioa thy people's cry, 
Star of the deep, and Portal of the sky ! 
Mother of Him who thee from nothing made. 
Sinking we strive, and call to thee for aid : 
Oh, by that joy which Gabriel brought to thee. 
Pure Virgin, first and last, look on onr misery. 
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from tie ^Purification of tfte 18lc«$rt Vix^in 
to 39alm i^untiae. 

Ave JSe^ina coelorum. 

Hail, Queen o£ Heav'n, enthroned ! 
Hail, by angels Mistress own'd ! 
Hoot of Jesse ! Gate of morn ! 
Whence tho world's true Light was born : 
Glorious Virgin, joy to thee, 
Beautiful sui-passingly ! 
Fairest thou, where all are fair ! 
Plead for us a pitying prayer. 



iProm lEadtn^Sun^as to aR^U^^unlras* 

Seffina cali laiare, 

Joy to thee, Queen of Heaven I Alleluia. 

Ho whom it was thine to bear ; Alleluia. 
As He promised, hath arisen ; Alleluia. 

Plead for us a pitying prayer ; Alleluia. 



40 HYMNS FOR THE WEEK. 



iTrom ^rinfts .Suntrag to t^e last Suntran 
after 3|pentccost. 

SalvCf Eeffi)ia, Mater miterioordia. 

Mother of mercy, hail, gracious Queen ! 
Our life, our sweetness, and our hope, all hail ! 

Children of Eve, 
To thee we cry from our sad banishment ; 

To thee we send our sighs, 
Weeping and mourning in this vale of tears. 

Come, then, our Advocate ; 
Oh, turn on us those pitj-ing eyes of thine : 
And our long exile past, 
Show us at last 
JesuH, of thy pure womb the fruit divine. 
Virgin Mary, mother blest ! 
sweetest, gentlest, holiest ! * 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIAET. 



Part IS. 

HYMNS BELONGING TO. THE PEOPER 
OF THE SEASON. 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY, 



?Paipt IE. 



H^MNS BELONGING TO THE PROPER 
OF THE YEAR. 



. VESPERS. 
Creator alme aiderum. 

Dear Maker of the stany skies ! 

Light of believers evermore 
Jesu, Hedeemer of mankind ! 

Be near us who thine aid implore. 
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When man was sunk in sin and death, 
Lost in the depth of Satan^s snare. 

Love brought Thee down to cure our ills. 
By taking of those ills a share. 

Thou, for the sake of guilty men 
Permitting thy pure blood to flow. 

Didst issue from thy Virgin shrine 
And to the Cross a Victim go. 

So great the glory of thy might. 
If we but chance thy name to sound, 

At once all Heaven and Hell unite 
In bending low with awe profound. 

Great Judge of all ! in that last day, 
When friends shall fail, and foes combine. 

Be present then with us, we pray, 
To guard us with thy arm divine. 

To God the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, One and Three, 

Be honour, glory, blessing, praise, 
All through the lon^ eternity. ^ 
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[SiRit^in t^c (l^ctabe of t^e ipcast of t^e 
Conception.] 

O Jesu ! bom of Virgin bright, 
Immortal glory be to Thee ; 

Praise to the Father infinite, 
And Holy Ghost eternally. 



MATINS. 
Verbum supernum prodiens, 

Thou, who thine own Father's breast 

Forsaking, Word Sublime ! 
Didst come to aid a world distressed 

In thy appointed time : 

Our hearts enlighten with thy ray. 

And kindle with thy love ; 
That, dead to earthly things, we may 

Live but to things above. 
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So whsn before the Judgment-seat 
The sinner hears his doom^ 

And when a voice divinely sweet 
Shall call the righteoas home ; 

Safe from the black and fiery flood 
That sweeps the dread abyss, 

May we behold the face of God 
In everlasting bliss. 

To God the Father, with the Son, 

And Spirit evermore, 
Be glory while the ages run, 

As in all time before. 



LAtJDS. 
E* elara vox redarguU, 
Hark I an awful voice is sounding; 

" Christ is nigh 1" it seems to say ; 
Cast away the dreams of darkness, 
" Oh ye children of the day!" 
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Startled at the soUmn warning, 
Let tli^ earthrbonnd soul arise ; 

Christ her Sun, all sloth dispelling. 
Shines upon the morning skies. 

Lo ! the Lamb so long expected, 
Comes with pardon down from Heaven ; 

Let ns haste, with tears of sorrow, 
One and all to be forgiven. 

So, when next He comes with glory, 
Wrapping all the earth in fear, 

May He then as our Defender 
On the clouds of Heaven appear. 

Honour, glory, virtue, merit, 
' To the Father and the Son, 
With the co-eternal Spirit, 
'While eternal ages run. 
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VESPERS AND MATINS. 
Jetu Bedempfor omnium. 

Jebu, Redeemer of the world ! 

Before the earliest dawn of light 
From everlasting ages bom, 

Immense in glory as in might ; 

Immortal Hope of all mankind ! 

In whom the Father's face we see ; 
Hear Thou the prayers thy people pour 

This day throughout the world to Theo. 

Bemember) Creator Lord ! 

That in the Virginia sacred womb 
Thou wast conceiyed, and of her flesh 

Didst our mortality assume. 

This ever-blest recurring day 
Its witness bears, that all alone, 

From thine own Father*s bosom forth, 
To savo the world Thou earnest down. 
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day ! to which the seas and sky, 
And earth and Hsav'n, glad welcome sing ; 

Day ! which heaPd onr misery, 
And brought on earth salvation's King I 

We too, Lord, who have been cleansed 
In thy own fount of blood divinej 

Offer the tribute of sweet song. 
On this dear natal day of thine. 

Jesus ! bom of Virgin bright, 
Immortal glory be to Thee ; , 

Praise to the Father infinite, 
And Holy Ghost eternally. 



LAUDS. 
A tolit orfus cardine, 

Froh the far-blazing gate of mom 
To earth's remotest shore. 

Let every tongu^ confess to Him 
Whom holy Mnry boro. • 
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Lo ! the great Maker of the world, 

Lord of eternal years, 
To save his creatures, veil'd beneath 

A creature's form appears. 

A spotless maiden's virgin breast 
With heavenly grace He fills ; 

In her pure womb He is conceived, 
And there in secret dwells. 

That bosom, chastity's sweet home, 
Becomes, oh, blest reward ! 

The shrine of Heav'n's immortal King, 
The temple of the Lord. 

And Mary bears the babe, foretold 

By an Archangel's voice ; 
Whose presence made the Baptist leap, 

And in the womb rejoice. 

A manger scantly strewn with hay 
Becomes th' Eternal's bed ; 

And He, who feeds each IHtle bird. 
Himself with milk is fed. 
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Straightway with joy the Heav'iw are fill'd, 

The hosts angelic sing ; 
And shepherds hasten to adore 

Their Shepherd and their King: 

Praise to the Father ! praise to Him, 

The Virgin's holy Son ! 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete, 

While endless ages ran ! 



^f)t 1|olB 3Ennotents. 
matins/ 

Audit tyrannuH anxius. 

When it reached the tyrant's ear, 

BroodiDg anxious all alone, 
That the King of kings was near. 

Who should sit on David's throne ; 

Stutig with madness, straight he cries, 
" Treason threatens— draw the sword ! 

Rebels all around us rise ! 
Drown the cradles deep in bloo^!" 

E 2 
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What is guilty Herod's gain, 
Though a thousand babes he slay ?- 

Christ, amid a thousand slain, 
Is in safety borne away. 

Honour, glory, virtue, merit. 
Be to thee Virgin's Son ! 

With the Father, and the Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 



LAUDS AND VESPEES. 
SalvetetJUrta martyrum, 

Flowebs of martyrdom all hail ! 

Smitten by the tyrant foe 
On life's threshold, — as the gale 

Strews the roses ere they blow. 

First to bleed for Christ, sweet lambs ! 

What a simple death ye died ! 
Sporting with your wreaths and palms. 

At the very altar side. 
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Honour^ glory, virtue, mont, 
Be to Thee, Virgin's Son ! 

With the Father and the Spirit, 
/While eternal ages run. 



lEptpi^ant). 

VESPERS AKD MATINS. 

CrudelU JECerodet deum, 

• 

CRUEL Herod ! why thus fear 
Tliy King and God, who comes below ? 

No earthly crown comei he to take. 
Who heavenly kingdoms doth bestow. 

The wiser Magi see the star, 
And follow as it leads before; 

By its pure ray they seek the Light, 
And with their gifts that Light adore. 
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Bobold at length the heavenly Lamb 
Baptized in Jordan^s Bacred flood ; 

There consecrating by his touch 
Water to cleanse us in his blood. 

But Cana saw her glorious Lord 
Begin His miracles divine ; 

When water, reddening at his word." 
Flow'd forth obedient in wine. 

To Thee, Jesus, who Thyself 
Hast to the Gentile world display'd, 

Praise, with the Father evermore, 
And with the Holy Ghost, be paiJ. 



LAUDS. 
O tola magnarum urhiamt 

BETHLEHE3I ! of uoblest cities 
None can once with thee compare ; 

Thou alone the Lord from Heaven 
Didst for us Incarnate bear. 
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Fairer than the sun at iDoming 
Was the star that told his birth ; 

To the lands their God announcing, 
Hid beneath a form of earth. 

"By its lambent beaaty guided, 
See, the Eastern kings appear ; 

See them bend, their gifts to offer, — 
Gifts of incense, gold, and myrrh. 

Solemn things of mystic meaning ! — 
Incense doth the God disclose ; 

Gold a royal child proclaimeth ; 
Myrrh a future toinb foreshews. 

Holy Je^u ! in thy brightness 
To the Gentile world display'd ! 

With the Father, and the Spirit, 
Praise eteme to Thee bo paid. 
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^fPcast of tl;^ i^ost llolg i^ame of 3fesu£i. 

BEOOVD BUirSAT AFCEB XFIFHAlTr. 

VESPERS. 
i7e«» dulcit mmnoria, 

Jesu ! the very thouglit of Thee 
With sweetness fills my breast ; 

But sweeter far thy face to see, 
And in thy presence rest. 

Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 

Nor can the memory find, 
A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 

Saviour of mankind ! 

hope of every contrite heart, 

joy of all the meek, 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art ! 

How good to those who seek ! 
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But what to those who find ? ah ! this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show : 

The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but his lovers know. 

Jesu ! our only joy be Thou, 

As Thou our prize wilt be ; 
Jesu ! be Thou our glory now, 

And through eternity. 



MATINS. 

[The same continued.] 
Jnu Btx admirtibilu, 

Jesu I King most wonderful ! 

Thou Conqueror renown'd ! 
Thou Sweetness Aost inefifable ! 

In whom all joys are found ! 

When once Thou yisitest the heart, 
Then truth begins to shine ; 

Then earthly vanities depart ; 
Then kindles love divine. 
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Jcs.u ! Laglit of all below ! 

Thou Fount of life and fire ! 
Surpassing all the J078 we know, 

And all we can desii'e. 

May every heart confess thy name, 

And ever Thee adore ; 
And seeking Thee itself inflame, 

To seek Thee more" and more. 

Thee may our tongues for ever bless ; 

Thee may we love alone ; 
And ever in our lives express 

The image of thine ovm. 



LAUDS. 
[The same continued.] 
Jesu decus angelicum, 
Jesu ! Thou the beauty art 

Of angel worlds above ; 
Thy name is mubic to the heart, 
Enchanting it with love. 
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Celestial sweetness unalloj'd ! 

Who eat Thee hunger still ; 
Who drink of Thee still feel a void, 

Which nought hut Thou can fill. 

my sweet Jesu ! hear the sighs 

Which unto Thee I send ; 
To Thee mine inmost spirit cries, 

My heing's hope and end ! 

Stay with us, Lord, and with thy light 

Illume the soul's ahyss ; 
Scatter the darkness of our night, 

And fill the world with hliss. 

Jesu ! spotless Virgin flower ! 

Our life and joy ! to Thee 
Be praise, beatitude, and power. 

Through all eternity. 
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iTrtlraQ after i^eptuagcdima Sfnntiai). 

PBAY£B OV OTJll LORD JS8US CEBISI OV 
MOUVT OLIYET. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
A*pice ut Verhum FatrU a mpernU, 

See from on high, array'd in truth and grace, 

The Father^s Word descend ! 
Burning to heal the wounds of Adam's race, 

And our long evils end ! 

Pitying the miseries which with the Fall 

In Paradise began, 
Prostrate upon the earth, the Lord of all 

Entreats for rnin'd man. 

Oh, bitter then was our Kedeemer's lot, 
While whelm'd in griefs unknown : 

" Father," ho cries, " remove this cup ; yet not 
My will, but thine be done.'' 
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While, a dread angaish pressing down his heart, 

He faints npon the ground ; 
And from each hnrsting pore the blood-drops 
start, 

Moistening the earth around. 

But quickly from high Heay^n an angel came, 

To soothe the Saviour's woes ; 
And strength returning to his languid frame, 

Up from the earth He rose. 

Praise to the Father; praise, Son ! to Thee 

To whom a name is given 
Above all names ; praise to the Spirit be. 

From all in earth and Heaven. 



LAUDS. 
Venil e Calo Mediator d!to. 

Daughter of Sion ! cease thy bitter tears, 

And calm thy breast ; 
Foretold through ages past, lo ! now appears 

r 

Thy Mediator blest. 
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That gardeD, where of old our gailt began, 

Wrought death and pain ; 
But this, where Jesus prays by night for man, 

Brings life and joy again. 

Hither, of his own will, the Lord, for nil 

Comes to atone ; 
And stays the thunderbolts about to full 

From the dread Father's throne. 

So shall He break the adamatine chain 

Of Heirs abyss; 
And opening Heav'n long closed, call us again 

To his eternal bliss. 

Praise to the Son, to whom a name above 

All names is given ; 
Praise to the Father and the Spirit of love, 

From all in earth and Heaven. 
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JPr(tras after Saa^eftima; Sfuntrae. 

SHR PJLSSIOir 
OT OVB LOBD JBSUS CHSISl. 

VESPERS. 
McBteniei oeuli tpargiie laekrjfvuu. 

Now let US sit and woepi 
And fill onr hearts with woo ; 
Pondering the shame, and torments deep, 
Which God from wicked men did undergo. 

See ! how the multitude, 
With swords and staves, draw nigh ; 
See ! how tbey smite with buffets rude 
That head divine of awful majesty : 

How, bound with cruel cord, 
Christ to the scourge is given ; 
And ruffians lift their hands, unawM, 
Against the King of kings and Lord of Heaven. 
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Hear it ! ye people, hear ! 
Our good and gracious God, 
Silent beneath the lash severe, 
Stands with his sacred shoulders drenched in 
blood. 

scene for tears ! hut now 
The sinful race contrive 
A torment new : deep in his brow, 
With all their force the jagged thorns they 
drive. 

Then roughly di'agg'd to death, 
Christ on the Cross is slain ; 
And, as He dies, with parting breath, 
Into his Father's hands gives back his soul 
again. 

To Him who so much bore. 
To gain for sinners grace, 
Be praise and glory evermore. 
From the whole univereal human race. 
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MATINS. 
Atpiw i^fami Deus ip$$ Ugno, 

See ! where in shame the God of glory hangs, 

All hathed in his own blood : 
See ! how the nails pierce with a thousand pangs 

Those hands so good. 

Th* All Holy^ as a minister of ill, 
Betwixt two thieves they place ; 

Oh) deed unjust 1 yet such the cruel will 
Of Israel's race. 

Pale grows his face, and fixM his languid eye ; 

His wearied head He bends ; 
And jich in merits, forth with one loud cry 

His Spirit sends. 

heart more hard than iron I not to weep 

At this ; thy sin it was 
That wrought his death ; of all these torments 
deep 
Thou art the cause. 

r 
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Praise, honour, glory be through endless time 

To th* everlasting Grod ; 
Who washed awaj our deadly stains of crime 

In his own Blood. 



LAUDS. 
SiBVO dolorum turbine, 

O'ebwhelm'd in depths of woe, 

Upon the Tree of scorn 
Hangs the Redeemer of mankind, 

With racking anguish torn. 

See ! how the nails those hands 

^nd feet so tender rend ; 
See ! down his face, and neck, and breast. 

His sacred Blood descend. 

Hark ! with what awful cry 

Hik Spirit takes its flight ; 
That cry, it smote his Mother's heart, 

And wrapt her soul in night. 
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Earth hears, and to its base 

Hocks wildly to and fro ; 
Tombs burst ; seas, rivers, mountains quake ; 

The veil is rent in two. 

The sun withdrav^s his light ; 

The midday heavens grow pale ; 
The moon, the stars, the universe. 

Their Maker's death bewail. 

Shall man alone be mute ? 

Come, youth ! and hoary hairs ! 
Come, rich and poor ! come, all mankind ! 

And bathe those feet in tears. 

Come ! fall before His Cross, 

Who shed for us his blood ; 
Who difed the victim of pure love, 

To make us sons of God. 

Jesu ! all praise to Thee, 

Our joy and endless rest ! 
Be Thou our guide while pilgrims here, 
' Our crown amid the blest. 

F 2 
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JFritras after ^ainquascsima SuntraQ. 

TEB X08T HOLT CBOWV OV IHOBH« 
OF OUB LOBD JSBU8 CHSI8T. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
Exitt 8ion fUia. 

Dauohtebs of Sion I royal maids ! 

Oome fortli to see the crown, 
Which Sion*8 self, with crael hands, 

Hath woven for her Son. 

See I how amid his gory locks 

The jagged thorns appear ; 
See ! how his pallid countenance 

Foretells that death is near. 

Oh, savage was the earth that hore 
Those thorns so sharp and long ! 

Savage the hand that gatber'd them 
To work this deadly wrong. 
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Bat now that Ghrisfs redeeming Blood 
Hath tinged them with its dye, 

Fairer than roses they appear, 
Or pahus of yictory. 

Jean I the thorns which pierced thy brow 

Sprang from the seed of sin ; 
Pluck ours, we pray thee, from our hearts, 

And plant thine own therein. 

Praise, honour, to the Father be, 

And sole-begotten Son; 
Praise to the spirit Paraclete, 

While endless ages run. 



LAUDS. 
Legujtffurii pingUwr, 

Chsists's peerless crown is pictured in 
The figares of the Law; — 

The Kam entangled in the thorns ; 
The Bush which Moses saw; 
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The Hainbow girding round the ark ; 

The Table's crown of gold ; 
The Incense that in waving wreaths 

Aroand the Altar roU'd. 

Hail Circlet dear! that didst the pangs 

Of dying Jesus feel ; 
Tliou dost the brightest gems outshine, 

And all the stars excel. 

Praise, honour, to the Father be. 

Praise to His only Son ; 
Praise to the blessed Paraclete, 

While endless ages run. 



^n SuntiaGs anti aStrtli=tyaQS in ICcnt till 

VESPERS. 
Audi benigne Conditor. 

Thou loving maker of mankind. 
Before thy throne we pray and weep; 

Oh, strengthen us with grace divine, 
Duly this sacred Lent to keep. 
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Searcher of hearts ! Tboa dost discern 
Onr ills, and all our weakness know: 

'Again to Thee with tears we turn ; 
Again to us thy mercy show. 

Much have we sinnM ; hut we confess 
Our guilt, and all our faults deplore : 

Oh, for the praise of thy great Name, 
Our fainting souls to health restore ! 

And grant us, while hy fasts we striyo 

This mortal hody to control, 
To fast from all the food of sin. 

And so to purify the soul. 

Hear us, Trinity thrice hlest ! 

Sole Unity ! to Thee we cry : 
Vouchsafe us from these fasts below 

To reap immortal fruit on high. 
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MATINS. 
Ex more doeH wyriieo. 

Now with the slow-revolving year, 

Again the Fast we greet ; 
Which in its mygtic circle moves 

Of forty days complete ; 

That Fast, by Law and Prophets taught, 

By Jesus Christ restored ; 
Jesns, of seasons and of times 

The Maker and the Lord. 

Henceforth more sparing let ns be 

Of food, of words, of sleep ; 
Henceforth beneath a stricter guard 

The roving senses keep. 

And let us shun whatever things 

Distract the careless heart; 
And let us shut our souls against 

The tyrant Tempter's^art; 
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« 

And weep before the Judge, and strive 

His vengeance to appeaso ; 
Saying to Him with contrite voice, 

Upon our bended knees j 

Much have we sinn'd, Lord! and still 

We sin each day we live; 
Yet look in pity from on high, 

And of thy grace forgive. 

Bemember that we still are thine, 

Though of a fallen frame ; 
And take not from us in thy wrath 

The glory of thy name. 

Undo past evil ; grant us, Lord, 

More grace to do aright ; 
So may we now and ever find 

Acceptance in thy sight. 

Blest Trinity in Unity! 

Vouchsafe us, in thy love, 
To gather from these fasts below 

Immortal fruit above. 
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LAUDS. 
O Sol salutU iiiiimif. 

The darkness fleets, and joyful earth 

Welcomes the newborn day ; 
JesQ, true Sun of human souls ! 

Shed in our souls thy ray. 

Thou, who dost give thq accepted time, 

Give tears to purify, 
Give flames of love to bum our hearts 

Ab victims unto Thee. 

That fountain, whence our sins have flowM, 

Shall soon in tears distil, 
If but thy penitential grace 

Subdue the stubborn will. 

The day is near when all re^blooms, 

Thy own blest day, Lord ; 
We too would joy, by thy right hand 

To Life's true path restored. 
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All glorious Trinity ! to Thee 
I>et earth^s vast fabric bend ; 

And evermore from souls renew'd 
The Saints' new song ascend. 



JFritiaQ afut ti^e.first ^nnuaif in Xent. 

VHB SPXAB AJn> VAILS 
OV OUK LOSD JESUS CHBIST. 

VESPERS. 
QuiBnam lingua tibi^ O Laneea^ debittu. 

What tongue, illustrious Spear, can duly sound 

Thj praise, in heaven or earth ? 
Thou, who didst open that life-giving wound, 

From whence the Church had birth. 

From Adam, sunk in an ecstatic sleep, 

C%me Eve divinely framed ; 
From Christ, his spouse ; when from that wound 
so deep 

The Blood, and Water stream'd. 
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And equal thanks to you, blest Nails, wli^rebj, 

Fast to the sacred Bood, 
Was clenched the sentence dooming us to die, 

All blotted out in blood. 

To Him who still retains in highest Heaven 
The wounds which here He bore, 

Be glory, with th' eternal -Father, given, 
And Spirit evermore. 



MATINS. 
Saloeie Clavi et Laneea, 

Hail, Spear and Nails ! erewhile despised. 

As things of little worth ; 
Now crimson with the blood of Christ, 

And famed through Heav'n and earth. 

Chosen by Jewish perfidy 

As instruments of sin, 
God tumM you into ministers 

Of love and grace divine : 
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For from each several wound ye made 

In that immortal frame, 
As from a foimt, celestial g^ts 

And life eternal came. 

Thee, Jesu, pierced with Nails and Spear, 

Let every knee adore ; 
With Thee, Father, and with Thee, 

Spirit, evermore. 

LAUDS. 
(The same continacd.) 
Tinetam ergo ChriiH $anguiite. 

Oh, tnm those hlessed points, all hathed 

In Christ's dear Blood, on me ; 
Mine were the sins that wrought his death. 

Mine he the penalty. 

Pierce throngh my feet, my hands, my heart ; 

So may some drop distil 
Of Blood divine, into my soul, 

And all its evils heal. 
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So shall my feet be edow to sin, 
Harmless my hands shall be ; 

So from my wounded heart shall each 
Forbidden passion flee. 

Thee, Jesu, pierced with Nails ai\d Spear, 

Let every knee adore ; 
With Thee, Father, and with Thee, 

Spirit, evermore. 



JFritiBtf after ^t secouTi Suntrae in Xtnt, 

THE XOBS BOLT WIITDIHO 8HXBT 
OT OXTB LOBD JX81T8 CKBIBT. 

VESPERS. 
Oloriam taera eehbremui omnet. 

The glories of that sacred Windiog-Sheet 

J^et every tongue record ; 
Which from the Cross received with honour 
meet 

The body of the Lord. 



I 
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dear Memorial ! on which we see, 

In bloody stains impress'd. 
The form sublime in awful msgestyi 

Of our Redeemer blest. 

How doth the grievous sight of thee recall 

Those dying throes to mind, 
Which Christ, compassionating Adam's fall, 

Endured for lost mankind ! 

His wounded side, his hands aftd feet pierced 
Mirror d in thee appear ; [through 

His lacerated limbs, his gory brow, 
And thorn-entangled hair. 

Ah ! who beholding these sad images. 

Can the big tears control ? 
Can check the throbs of swelling grief that rise 

Up from his inmost soul ? 

Jesa ! my sin it was that laid Thee low. 

And through thy death I live ; 
That life, which to thy torments sore I owe, 

Henceforth to Thee I give. 
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Glory to him, who, to redeem us, bore 

Such bitter dying pains ; 
Who with th' eternal Father evermore, 

And Holy Spirit, reigns. 



MATINS. 
Mjfiterittm mtrabUe. 

This day the wondrous mystery 

Is set before our eyes. 
Of Jesus stretched upon the Cross 

lu dying agonies. 

Oh, deed of love I the Prince becomes 

A victim for his slave ; 
The rinner an acquittal finds, 

The innocent a grave. 

Whereof, in many a gory stain. 

The traces still are found 
On yonder Winding-sheet, whicb wrappM 

The sacred body round. 
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Hail, trophies of our valiant Chief! 

Hail, proofs of triamph won 
Over the World, and Hell, and Death, 

By God's Incarnate Son ! 

Be these the colours under which 

From this time forth we fight, 
Against the cruel Serpent's guile, 

And all the powers of night. 

So, dead to our old life, may we 

A hotter life hegin ; < 

And through the Cross of Christ at length 

Unto His Crown attain. 

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ; 

Hear us, coequal Son ! 
Who reignest with the Holy Ghost 

While endless ages run. 
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LAUDS. 

Jestt duleit amor mew, 

Jesu ! as though Thyself wert here, 
I draw in trembling sorrow near ; 
And hanging o'er thy form divine, 
Kneel down to kiss these wounds of thine. 

Ah me, how naked art Thou laid I 
Bloodstained, distended, cold, and dead ! 
Joy of my soul — ^my Saviour sweet. 
Upon this sacred Winding-sheet ! 

Hail, awful brow ! hail, thorny wreath ! 
Hail, countenance now pale in death ? 
Whose glance but late so brightly blazed, 
That Angels trembled as they gased. 

And hail to thee, my Saviour*B side ; 
And hail to thee, thou wound so wide : 
Thou wound more ruddy than the rose, 
True antidote of all our woes ! 



PROPER OF THE SEASON. 83 

Ob, by tliose sacred hands and feet 
For me so mangled ! I entreat, 
Mj Jesu, turn me not away, 
But let me here for ever stay. 



Jrftjag after (f)t tf)Crt Snntraw (u ^ent. 

THE X08T HOLT TIVX WOUKDS 
OV OITK LOBB JB8US OHBIST. 

MatiMS, Lauds, and Vespen, a$ on 
Poision'Sunday, 



iTrftrae after t^e iont^ Suntrag in ICent. 

SHB KOBT fBXOIOUS BLOOD 
OT OXTB LOBD JX8U8 OHBIST. 

VESPERS. 
Festivis reionent eompUa voeiiut. 

Forth let the long procession stream, 
And through the streets in order wend ; 
Let the bright waving line of torches gleam, 
The solemn chant ascend. 

o2 
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While we, with tears and sighs profoand, 
That memorahle Blood record, 
AVhich, stretch'd on his hard Cross, from many 
The dying Jesus pour'd. [a wound 

By the first Adam's fatal sin 
Came death upon the human race ; 
In this new Adam doth new life begin, 
And everlastiog grace. 

For scarce the Father heaixl from Heaven 
The cry of his expiring Son, 
When in that cry our sins were all forgiTen, 
And boundless pardon won. 

Henceforth, whoso in that dear Blood 
Washeth,- shall lose his every stain ; 
And in immortal roseate beauty robed, 
An angel's likeness gain. 

Only, run thou with courage on 
Straight to the goal set in the skies ; 
He, who assists thy course, will give thee soon 
Th* incomparable prize. 
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Father supreme ! voachsafe that we, 
For whom thine only Son was slain, 
And whom thy Holy Ghost doth sanctify, 
May to thy joys attain. 



MATINS. 
Irajugta CondUoriit, 

He who once, in righteous vengeance, 
Whelm'd the world heneath the flood, 

Once again in mercy cleansed it 
With the stream of his own Blood, 

Coming from his throne on high 

On the painful Cross to die. 

Blest with tliis all-saving shower, 
Earth her beauty straight resumed ; 

In the place of thorns and briers, 
Myrtles sprang, and roses bloom'd : 

Bitter wormwood of the waste 

Into honey changed its taste. 
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SoorpioDB ceased ; tbe slimy serpent 
Laid Ids deadly poison by ; 

Savage beasts of cmel instinct 
Lost tbeir wild ferocity ; 

Welcoming the gentle reign 

Of tbe Lamb for sinners slain. 



Oh, tbe wisdom of th* Eternal ! 

Ob, its depth, and height divine ! 
Oh, the sweetness of that mercy 

Which in Jesus Christ doth shine ! 
Slaves we were condenmed to die ! 
Oor King pays the penalty ! 



When before the Judge we tremble, 
Gonscions of his broken laws, 

May this Blood, in that dread hour. 
Cry aloud, and plead onr cause : 

Bid onr gnilty terrors cease. 

Be onr pardon and oar peace. 
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Prince and Author of Salvation ! 

Lord of majesty supreme ! 
Jesu ! praise to Thee be given 

By the world Thou didst redeem ; 
Who with the Father and the Spirit, 
Beignest in eternal merit. 



LAUDS. 
' Salnete ChrigH vulnera. 

Hail wounds I which through eternal years 

The love of Jesus show ; 
Hail wounds ! from whence unfailing streams 

Of grace and glory flow. 

More precious than the gems of Ind, 

Than all the stars more fair ; 
Nor honeycomb) nor fragrant rose. 

Can once with you compare. 
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Through jou is openM to our souls 

A refuge safe and calm, 
Whither no raging enemy 

Can reach to work us harm. 

What countless stripes did Christ receive 
Naked in Pilate's hall ! 
> From his torn flesh how red a shower 
Did all around Him fall ! 

How doth th' ensanguined thorny crown 
That beauteous brow transpierce ! 

How do the nails those hands and feet 
Contract with tortures fierce ! 

He bows his head, and forth at last 

His loving spirit soars ; 
Yet even after death his heart 

For us its tribute pours. 

Beneath the wine-press of God's wrath 
His Blood for us He drains ; 

Till for Himself, wondrous love ! 
No single drop remains. 



PROPER OF THE SEASON. 89 

Ob| come all ye on whom abide 

The deadly stains of sin ! 
Come ! wash in this encrimson'd tide, 

Anjl ye shall be made clean. 

Praise Him, who with the Father sits 

Enthroned upon the skies ; 
Whose Blood redeems our souls from guilt, 

Whose Spirit sanctifies. 



^Passion Suntiao. 

VESPERS. 

VexiUa Regis prodeuni. 

Forth comes the Standard of the King : 
All hail, thon Mystery adored ! 

Hail, Cross ! on which the Life Himself 
Died, and by death our life restored. 

On which the Saviour's holy side, 
Rent open with a cruel spear. 

Its stream of blood and water pour'd, * 
To wash OS from defilement clear. 
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sacred Wood ! falfiU'd in thee 

Was holy David's truthful laj ; 
Which told the world, that from a Tree 

The Lord should all the nations sway. 

Most royally empurpled o'er, 

How heauteously thy stem doth shine ! 
How glorious was its lot to touch 

Those limhs so holy and divine ! 

Thrice hiest, upon whose arms outstretched 
The Saviour of the world reclined ; 

Balance suhlime ! upon whose heam 
Was weigh'd the ransom of mankind. 

Hail, Cross! thou only hope of man, 

Hail on this holy Passion-day I 
To saints increase the grace they have ; 

From sinners purge their guilt away. 

Salvation's Fount, hl^st Trinity, 

Be praise to Thee through earth and skies : 
Thou through the Cross the victory 

Dost give ; oh give us too the prize I 
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MATINS. 
Pange lingua glorion. 

Si&G, my tongue, the Saviour's glory ; 

Tell his triumph far and wide ; 
Tell aloud the famous story 

Of his Body crucified ; 
How upon the Cross a Victim, 

Vanquishing in death, He died. 

Eating of the Tree forbidden, 
Man had sunk in Satan's snare, 

When his pitying Creator 
Did this second Tree prepare ; 

Destined, many ages later, 
That first evil to repair. 

Such the order God appointed 
When for sin He would atone; 

To the Serpent thus opposing 
Schemes yet deeper than his own ; 

Thence the remedy procuring, 
Whence the fatal wound had come. 
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So when now at length the fulness 
Of the sacred time drew nigh, 

Then the Son who moulded all things 
Left his Father's throne on high ; 

From a Virgin's womh appearing, 
Clothed in our mortality. 

All within a lowl/ manger, 

Lo, a tender babe He lies ! 
See his gentle Virgin mother 
Lull to sleep his infant cries ! 
While the limbs of God Incarnate 

liound with swathing-bands she ties. 

Honour, blessing everlasting 

To th' immortal Deitj ! 
To the Father, Son, and Spiiit, 

Praise be pain coeqnallj ! 
Glury through the earth and Heaven 

To Trinity in Unity ! 



PROPER OP THE SEASON. 9? 

LAUDS. 

(The same continued.) 
Lustra tex qui Jam peregit. 

Thus did Christ to perfect manhood 

In our mortal flesh attain : 
Then of his free choice He goeth 

To a death of bitter pain ; 
And as a Iamb, upon the altar 

Of the Cross, for us is slain. 

Lo, with gall his thirst He quenches ! 

See the thorns upon his brow ! 
Nails his tender flesh are rending ! 

See, his side is opened now ! 
Whence, to cleanse the whole creation, 

Streams of blood and water flow. 

Lofty Tree, bend down thy branches, 

To embrace thy sacred load ; 
Oh, relax the native tension 

Of that all too rigid wood ; 
Gently, gently bear the members 

Of thy dying King and God. 
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Tree, whicli solely was found worthy 
Earth's great Victim to sustain p 

Harbour from the raging tempest ! 
Ark, that saved the world again ! 

Tree, with sacred Blood anointed. 
Of the Lamb for sinners slain. 

Honour, blessing everlasting 

To the immortal Deity ; 
To the Father, Son, and Spirit, 

Praise be paid coequally ! 
GI017 through the earth and Heaven 

To Trinity in Onity ! 

ICoiD'^ttntias, uiCtt H^xovl^ i&astet to 
9ijscenston=lia6. 

YESPEBS. 
Ad region agni dapes. 
Now at the Lamb's high royal feast 
In robes of saintly white we sing, 
Through the Red Sea in safety brought 
By Jesus our immortal King. 
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O depth of love ! for us He drains 

The chalice of his agony ; 
For ns a Victim on the Cross 

He meeklj lays Him down to die. 

And as the avenging Angel passed 
Of old the blood besprinkled door ; 

As the cleft sea a passage gave, 
Then closed to whelm th' Egyptians o*er ; 

So Christ, onr Paschal Sacrifice, 

« 

Has broaght ns safe all perils through ; 
While for unleaven'd bread He asks 
But heart sincere and purpose true. 

Hail, purest Victim Heay n could find, 
The powers of Hell to overthrow ! 

Who didst the honds of Death unbind ; 
Who dost the prize of Life bestow. 

Hail, victor Christ ! hail, risen King 
To Thee alone belongs the crown ; 

Who hast the heavenly gates unbarr'd, 
And cast the Prince of darkness down. 
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Jesn ! from the death of sin 
Keep as, we pray ; so shalt Thou be 

The everlasting Paschal joy 
Of all the soals new-born in Thee. 

To Gk)d the Father, with the Son 
Who from the grave immortal rose, 

And Thee, Paraclete, be praise, 
While age on endless ages flows. 



MATINS. 
Bex iempUmme ccBliium. 

ThoQ, the Heavens* eternal King 
Lord of the starry spheres ! 

Who with the Father equal art 
From everlasting years : 

All praise to thy most holy Name, 
Who, when the world began, 

Yoking the soul with clay, didst form 
In thine own image, Man. 
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And praise to Thee, who, when the Foe 

Had marr*d thy work sublime. 
Clothing Thyself in flesh, didst mould 

Our race a second time ; 

When from the tomb new born, as from 

A Virgin bom before, 
Thou raising us from death with Thee 

Didst us in Thee restore. 

Eternal Shepherd ! who thy flock 

In thy. pure Font dost laye, 
Where souls are cleansed, and all their guilt 

Buried as in a grave ; 

Jesu ! who to the Cross wast nail'd, 

Our hopeless debt to pay ; 
Jesu ! who lavishly didst pour 

Thy blood for us away : 

Oh, from the wretched death of sin 

Keep us ; so shalt Thou be 
The everlasting Paschal joy 

Of all new bom in Thee. 



98 HVMNS PROM THE 

To God the Father, with the «on 
Who from the grave arose, 

And Thee,.0 Paraclete, be praise 
While age on ages flows. 



LAUDS. 
Aurora oeelumpurpurai. 

The dawn was purpling o'er the sky ; 

With alleluias rang the air ; 
Earlh held a glorious jubilee ; 

Hell gnash'd its teeth in fierce despair: 

When our most valiant mighty King 
From death's abyss, in dread array, 

Led the long-prison*d Fathers forth, 
Into the beam of life and day : 
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When He, whom stooe and seal and guard 
Had saffly to the tomb consign'd, 

Triamphant rose, and buried Deatb 
Deep in the grave He left behind. 

" Calm all your grief, and still jour tears ;" 
Hark ! the descending angel cries ; 

" For Christ is risen from the dead, 
And Death is slain, no more to rise." 

Jesu ! from the death of sin 
Keep us, we pray ; so shalt Thou be 

The everlasting Paschal joy 
Of all the souls' new bom in Thee, 

To God the Father, with the Son 
Who from the grave immortal rose, 

And Thee, Paraclete, be praise 
While age on endless ages flows. 



H 2 
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JS>f)t IKsctnsfon of our XottL 

VESPE&S AND LAUDS. 
Saluti9 humaiuB Saior. 

Thou pure light of sonls that love, 
True joy of every human breast. 

Sower of lifers immortal seed, 
Our Maker, and Bedeemer blest! 

What wondrous pity Thee overcame 
To make our guilty load thine own, 

And sinless suffer death and shame, 
For our transgressions to atone 

Thou, bursting Hades open wide, 
Didst all the captive souls unchain ; 

And thence to thy dread Father's side 
With glorious pomp ascend again. 

still may pity Thee compel 
To heal the wounds of which we die ; 

And take us in thy Light to dwell, 
Who for thy blissful Presence sigh. 
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Be Thoa our guide*, be thou our goal ; 

Be Thou our pathway to the skies ; 
Our joy when sorrow fills the soul ; 

In death oar everlasting prize. 



MATINS. 
Sterne Bex «Ut%$$im0, 

Thou eternal King most high ! 

Who didst the world redeem ; 
And conquering Death and Hell, receive 

A dignity supreme. 

Thou, through the starry orbs, this day, 

Didst to thy throne ascend ; 
Thenceforth to^reign in sovereign power 

And glory without end. 

There, seated in thy majesty, 

To Thee submissive bow 
The Heav*n of Heav'ns, the earth beneath, 

The realms of Hell below. 
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With trembling there the angels see 
The changed estate of men ; . 

The flesh which sinn'd by Flesh redeem'd ; 
Man in the Godhead reign. 

There, waiting for thy faithful souls, 

Be Thou to us, Lord ! 
Our joy of joys while here we stay, 

In Heav'n our great reward. 

Renew our strength ; our sins forgive ; 

Our miseries efface ; 
And lift our souls aloft to Thee, 

By tby celestial grace. 

So, when Thou shinest on the clouds, 

With thy angelic train, 
May we be saved from deadly doom 

And our lost crowns regain. 

To Chrifit returning gloriously 

With victory to Heaven, 
Praise with the Father evermore 

And Holy Ghost be given. 
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VESPERS. 
Veni Creator Spiritut, 

Come, Creator Spirit blest ! 
And in our souls take up tlij rest ; 
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts which Thou hast made. 

Great Paraclete ! to Thee we cry : 
highest gift of Grod most high ! 
fount of life! fire of love! 
And solemn Unction from above ! 

The sacred sevenfold grace is thine 
Dread Finger of the hand divine ! 
The prMuise of the Father Thou ! 
Who dost the tongue with power endow. 

Our senses touch with light and fire ; 
Our hearts with chanty inspire ; 
And with endurance from on high 
The weakness of our flesh supply. 
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Far back our enemy repel, 
And let thy peace within ufl dwell, 
So may we having Thee for guide 
Turn from each hurtAil thing aside. 

may thy grace on us bestow 
The Father and the Son to know, 
And evermore to hold confessed 
Thyself of Each the Spirit blest. 

To GK)d the Father praige be paid, 
Praise to the Son who from the dead 
Arose, and perfect praise to Thee 
O Holy Ghost eternally. 



MATINS. 
JioMK ChrUtuM aaira tueenderat. 

Above the starry spheres 
To where He was before 
Christ had gone up, soon from on high 
The Father's gift to pour ; 
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And now had fally come. 
On mjstic cycle borne 
Of seven times seven revolving days, • 
The Pentecostal mom: 

When, as the Apostles knelt 
At the third hour in prayer, 
A sadden rashing sound prodaim'd 
The God of glory near. 

Forthwith a tongue of fire 
Alights on every brow ; 
Each breast receives the Father's light, 
The Word's enkindling glow. 

The Holy Ghost on all 
Is mightily outpoured ; 
Who straight in divers tongues declare 
The wonders of the Lord. 

While strangers of all climes 
Flock round from far and near, 
And with amazement, each at once 
Their native accents bear. 
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But faithless still, the Jews 
Deny the hand divine ; 
And madly jeer the saints of Christ, 
As drunk with new-made wine. 

Till Peter in the midst 
Stood up, and spake aloud ; 
And their perfidious falsity 
By Joel's witness shewed. 

' Praise to the Father be J 
Praise to the Son who rose! , 

Praise, Holy Paraclete, to Thee^ 
While age on ages flows ! 



LAUDS. 
■Beata nobis ffaudia. 

AaAiN the slowly circling year 
Brings round the blessed hour. 

When on the Saints the Paraclete 
Catne down in grace and power. 
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In fashion of a fiery tjngue 

On each and all He came ; 
Their lips with eloquence He strung, 

And filPd their hearts with flame. 

Straightway with divers tongues they speak, 

Instinct with grace divine ; 
While wond'ring crowds the cause mistake, 

And deem them drunk with wine. 

These thiogs were mystically wrought, 

The Paschal time complete, 
When Israel's Law remission brought 

Of every legal debt. 

God of all grace ! to Thee we pray, 

To Thee adoring bend ; 
Into our hearts this sacred day 

Thy Spirit's fulness send. 

Thou, who in ages past didst pour 

Thy graces from above. 
Thy grace in us where lost restore, 

And 'stablish peace and love. . 
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All glory to the Father be ; 

And to the Son who rose ; 
Glory, Holy Ghost ! to Thee, 

While ago on ages flows. 



^rinftp»Satitrap. 

VESPERS. 
Jam Sol reoedit iffneu$. 

Now doth the fiery sun decline : — 
Thou, Unity eternal 1 shine ; 
Thou, Trinity, thy blessings pour, 
And make our hearts with love run o'er. 

Thee in the hymns of mom we praise ; 
To Thee our voice at eve we raise ; 
Oh, grant us, with thy Saints on high, 
Thee through all time to glorify. 
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Praise to the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 
As ever was in ages past, 
And so shall he while ages last. 



MATINS. 

Summa Parens clemtniia. 

OThou eternal Source of love! 

Ruler of Nature's scheme ! 
In Substance One, in Persons Three ! 

Omniscient and Supreme ! 

Be nigh to us when we arise ; 

And, at the break of day, 
With wakening body wake the soul. 

Her meed of praise to pay. 

To Gk)d the Father glory be. 

And to th' eternal Son, 
And Holy Ghost, coequally. 

While endless ages run. 
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LAUDS. 
Tu, Trinitatit UtiUat, 

O Thou ! who dost all Nature sway, 

Dread Trinity in Unity I 
Accept the trembling praise we pour 

To thy eternal Majesty. 

The star that heraldeth 'the dawn 

Is slowly fading in the skies; 
The darkness melts; — Tliou true light! 

Upon our darken'd souls arise. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to the sole-begotten Son; 

And Holy Ghost coequally, 
While everlasting ages run. 
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JPtast of Corpus €fyci%tL 

VESPERS. 

Fange Ungua glorion. 

Sing, my toDgue, the Saviour^s glory, 
Of his Flesh the mystery sing; 

Of the Blood, all price exceeding, 
Shed hy our immortal King, 

Destined, for the world^s redemption, 
From a nohle womh to bpring. 

Of a pure and spotless Virgin 

Born for us on earth below, 
He, as Man with man conversing, 

Stay'd, tlie seeds of truth to sow ; 
Then He closed in solemn order 

Wondrously his life of woe. 

On the night of that Last Supper, , 

Seated with his chosen band. 
He the Paschal victim eating. 

First fulfils the Law's command ; 
Then, as Food to his Apostles 

Gives Himself with his own hand* 
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Word made Flesh, the bread of Nature 
By his word to Flesh He turns ; 
• Wine into his Blood He changes : — 

What though sense no change discerns ? 

Only be the heart in earnest, 
Faith her lesson quickly learns. 

(Tantam ergo sacramentnm.) 

Down in adoration falling, 
Lo ! the sacred Host we hail ; 

Lo ! o'er ancient forms departing, 
Newer rites of grace prevail ; 

Faith, for all defects supplying, 
Where the feeble senses fail. 

To the Everlasting Father, 

And the Son who reigns on high, 

With the Holy Ghost proceeding 
Forth from Each eternally, 

Be salvation, honour, blessing, 
Might, and endfess majesty 



PROPFR OP THE SEAflON. 11*3 

MATINS. 

SaerU nolemniU juncta tint gaudia. 

Let old things pass away ; 
Let all be fresh and bright ; 
And welcome we with hearts renewed 
This feast of new delight. 

Upon this hallow'd eve 
Christ with his brethren ate, 
Obedient to the olden law, « 

The Pasch before Him set 

Which done,— Himself entire, 
The tme Incarnate God, 
Alike on each, aliloe on all, 
His sacred hands bestowed. 

He gave his Flesh ; 'He gave 
His precions Blood ; aad said, 
" Receive, and drink ye all of this 
Foif ^onr salvation shed/' 
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Thns did the Lord appoint 
This Sacrifice sublime, 
And made his Priests its ministers 
Through all the bounds of time. 

Farewell to types ! Henceforth 
We feed on Angels' food : 
The slave — oh, wonder!^ eats the Flesh 
Of his Incarnate God ! 

Blessed Three in One ! 
Visit our hearts, we pray ; 
And lead us on through thine own paths 
To thy eternal Day. 



LAUDS. 

Verbum mpernum prodien$. 

The Word, descending from above, 
Though with the Father still on high, 

Went'forth upon his work of love, 
And soon to life's last eve drew nigh. 
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He shortly to a death accursed 

By a disciple shall be given ; 
But, to his twfilye disciples, first 

He gives Himself, the Bread from Heaven. 

Himself in either kind He gave : 
He gave his Flesh, He gave his Blood ; 

Of flesh and blood all men are made ; 
And He of man would be the Food. 

At birth onr brother He became ; 

At meat Himself as food He gives ; 
To ransom us He died in shame ; 

As our reward, in bliss He lives. 

(0 salatarif Hostia.) 

O SAVING Victim ! opening wide 
The gate of Heav'n to man below ! 

Sore press onr foes from every side \ 
Thine aid supply, thy strength bestow. 

i2 
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To thy great Name be endless praise, 
Immortal Godheaciy One in Three 1 

Ob, grant as endless length of days, 
In onr true native land, with Thee ! 



:fti'ntm after l^c ^dBbt of Corptra 
C^r{0tt. 

FBABV OV tat ICOSt 8A0BSD BSA.BT OF JSSrg. 

VESPERS. 
Avet'or heaU stteuU. 

Jesu, Creaior of the world ! 

Of all mankind Bedeemer blest ! 
Tme God of God ! in whom we see 

The Father's Image dear expressed ! 

Thee, Saviour, love alone constrained 
To make oar morfal flesh thine own ; 

And as a second Adam come, 
For the first Adam to atone. 
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That selfsame love, which made tlie sky, 
Which made the sea, and stars, and earthr, 

Took pity on our misery. 
And broke the bondage of our birth. 

Jesu ! in thy heart divine 
May .that same love for ever glow ; 

For ever mercy to mankind 
From that exhaustless fountain flow. 

For this, thy sacred heart was pierced, 
And both with blood and water ran ; 

To cleanse us from the stains of guilt, 
And be the hope and strength of man. 

To God the Father, and the Son, 
All praise, and power, and glory be ; 

With Thee, Spirit Paraclete, 
All through the long eternity. 
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MATINS. ^ 

En ut ittperba criminuM, 

Lo ! how the savage crew 
Of our proad sins hath rent 
The Heai-t of our all-gracious God, 
That Heart so iunocent ! 

The soldier's quiveiing lance 
Our guilt it was that drave, 
Our wicked deeds that to its point 
Such cruel sharpness gave. 

O wounded Heart ! whence sprang 
The Church, the Saviour's Bride ; 
Thou Door of our Salvation's Ark 
Set in its mystic side ! 

Thou holy Fount ! whence flows 
The sacred sevenfold flood, 
AVhere we our filthy robes may cleanse 
In the Lamb's saving blood : 
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By sorrowful relapse, 
Thee will we rend no nioie ; 
But like thy flames, those types of love, 
Strive Heavenward to soar. 

Father and Son supreme ! 
And Spirit ! hear our cry ; 
Whose is the kingdom, praise and power, 
Through all eternity. 



LAUDS. 
CVn* area legem continim. 

Ark of the Covenant ! not that 
Whence bondage came of old ; 

But that of pure forgiving grace 
And mercies manifold. 
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Thou Veil of awful mystery ! 

Thou Sanctuary sublime ! 
Thou sacred Temple, holier far 

Than that of olden time ! 



Blest Heart of Christ ! in thy dear wound 

The hidden depth we see. 
Of what were else unguess'd by us, — 

His boundless charity. 



Beneath this emblem of pure love, 
'Twas Love Himself that died, 

And offer'd up Himself for us, 
A Victim crucified. 



Oh, who of his redeem'd will ^im 
Their mutual love refuse ? 

Who would not rather in that heart. 
Their home eternal choose ? 
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to God the Father, with the Son, 

And, Hoi V Ghost, to Thee, 
Be hoDonr, glory, virtue, power. 

Through all eternity. 



^notf)er Office o! I^e SKmc JtMU 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
Qtticunqtie cerium quaritu. 

All ye who seek a comfort sure 

In trouble and distress. 
Whatever sorrow vex the mind. 

Or guilt the soul oppress : 

Jesus, who gave Himself for yon 

Upon the Cross to die. 
Opens to you his sacred Heart, — 

Oh, to that heart draw nigh ! 
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Ye hear how kindlj He invites ; 

Ye hear his words so blest ; — 
" AU ye that labour, come to Me, 

And 1 will give you rest.** 

What meeker than the Saviour's Heart? — 

As on the Cross He lay, 
It did his murderers forgive, 

And for their pardon pray. 

Heart ! tbou joy of Saints on high ! 

Thou Hope of sinners here ! 
Attracted by those loving words, 

To Thee I lift my prayer. 

Wash Thou my wounds in that dear Blood 
Which forth from Thee doth flow ; 

New grace, new hope inspire ; a new 
And better heart bestow. 
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LAUDS. 
Summi Parentis JUio. 

m 
/ 

To Clirist, the Prince of Peace, 
And Son of God most high, 
The Father of the world to come. 
Sing we with holy joy. 

Deep in his Heart for us 
The wound of love he bore ; 
That love, wherewith He still inflames 
The heai-ts that Him adore. 

Jesu ! Victim blest 
What else but love divine, 
Could Thee constrain tG <Jpen thus 
That sacred Heart of thine ? 

Fount of endless life ; 
Spring of waters clear ! 
Flame celestial, cleansing ail 
Who unto Thee draw near ! 
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Hide me in thy dear Heart, 
For thither do I fly ; 
There seek thy grace through life, in death 
Thine immortaiity. 

Praise to the Father be, 
And sole-begotten Sou ; 
Praise, Holy Paraclete, to Thee, 
While endless ages run. 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY. 
Part !!£ 

HYMNS BELONGING TO THE PROPER 

OF SAINTS. 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY. 



^art MI. 

HYMNS BELONGING JO THE PROPER 

OF SAINTS. 



St. ^Peter's dtf^siit at IRomr. 

January 18. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

Q^ode1a^que in orbe nexibiu revinx0rii, 

Peter, whatever thou shalt bind on earth, 
The same is bound above the starry sky ; 
What here thj delegated power doth loose, 
Is loosed in Heaven's supremest court on 
high 
To judgment shalt thou come, when the world's 
end is nigh. 
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Praise to the Father, through all ages be ; 

Praise to the consubstantial- sovereign Son^ 
And Holy Ghost, One glorious Trinity ; 
To whom all majesty and might belong ; 
So sing we now, and such be our eternal song. 



LAUDS. 
Beate Pattor Petre element aecipe, 

Peter, blest Shepherd ! hearken to our cry, 
And with a word unloose our guilty chain ; 
Thou ! who hast power to ope the gates on 
high 
To men below, and power to shut them fast 
again. 

Praise, blessing, majesty, through endless 
days, 
Be to the Trinity immortal given ; 
Who in pure Unity profbnndly sways 
Eternally alike all things in earth and Heaven. 
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CDonbmion of <%t. )^ul t^e laipostU. 

s. 

Jannaiy 25. 

VESPERS AND MATIKS. 

Egregie doctor Paule mor«$ imtrus. 

Lead us, great teacher Paul, ' in wisdom*s 
ways, 
And lift our hearts with thine to Heaven^s 
high throne ; 
Till Faith beholds the clear meridian blaze, 
And sunlike in the soul reigns Charity alone. 

Praise, blessing, majesty, through endless 
days, 
Be to the Trinity immortal given 5 
Who in pure Unity profoundly sways 
Eternally all things alike in earth and Heaven. 
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&t. i^artfna, Vlt^in mis i^artpr. 

Jantuffj 80. 

VESPERS. 

MartitUB eelebri plaudite nomini. 

Lift to the skies, great Home, Martina's name, 
Her triumph celebrate with glad accord ; 
Martina, high in merit, Virgin blest, 
And martyr of her Lord. 

Beautj and youth, the joys of happy hom^, 
Ancestral palaces, and noble birth ; 
All these were hers, — all these, for Jesu's sake 
She counted nothing worth. 

Her wealth among the poor of Chribt she shares 
Intent on seeking better wealth above ; 
Herself she gives to her immortal King, 
Too happy in his love. 

Expel false worldly joys ; and fill as, Lord, 
With thy irradiating beam divine ; 
Who with thy suffering martyrs present art, 
Great Godhead one and trine: 
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MATINS. 

(The same continued.) 

Non iUam erueiana ungula nonfera. 

The agonizing hooks, the rending scourge, 
Shook not the dauntless spirit in her breast ; 
With torments rack'd, Angels her fainting flesh 
Recruit with heavenly feast. 

In yain they cast her to the ravening beasts ; 
Calm at her feet the lion crouches down : 
Till smitten by the sword at length she goes 
To her immortal crown. 

Now with the Saints Martina reigns in bliss; 
And, where idolatry sate throned of yore, 
From her victorious altar praise and prayer 
With odorous incense soar. 

Expel false worldly joys ; and fill us, Lord, 
With thy irradiating beam divine ; 
Who with tby suflfering martyrs present art, 
Great Godhead one and trine. 

K 2 
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LAUBS. 

(The rane eontmned.) 

Tu natdU tolum praUffe, iu bomm. 

Fbotect thj native City, Spirit blest ! 
And give to Christendom sweet days of peace ; 
Bid the shrill trumpet, and the shock of war, 
Within her realms to cease. 

And gathering het kings beneath the Cross, 
Begain Jerusalem from our proud foe ; 
Avenge the innocent blood and the proud strength 
Of Islam overthrow. 

Pillar and defence of thine own Rome ! 
Her boast, her crown, her glory, and her praise I 
This day thy memory she keeps ;— accept 
The solemn rite she pays. 

Expel false worldly joys ; and fill us, Lord, 
With thy irradiating beam divine ; 
Who with thy suffering martjn's present art,. 
Great Godhead one and trine. 
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&t. ©aftrifl ti&e IBtrcl&angcI. 

March 18. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

Ckriite, tanctorum deeu9 angelorum, 

O Christ ! the beauty of the angel worlds \ 
Of man the Maker and Bedeemer blest ! 
Grant us one day to reach those bright abodes 
And in thy glory rest. 

Angel of Peace ! thou, Michael, from aboye, 
Come down, amid the homes of man to dwell ; 
And banish wars, with all their tears and blood. 
Back to their native HeU. 

Angel of Strength ! thou, Gabriel, cast out 
Thine ancient foes, usurpers of thy reign ; 
The temples of thy triumph round the globe 
Reyisit once again. 

And Raphael, Physician of the soul, — 
Let him descend from his pure halls of light. 
To heal our sicknesses, and guide for us 
Each dubious coarse aright. 
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Thou too, fair virgin Daughter of the skies ! 
Mother of Light, and Queen of Peace ! xlescend ; 
Bringing with thee the radiant Court of Heaven, 
To aid us and defend. 

This grace on us bestow, Father blest ; 
And thou, Son by an eternal birth : 
With Thee, from both proceeding. Holy Ghost, 
Whose glory fills the earth. 



Sot. ^09i(pf), Spouse of tl^e ISIesseli 
Virgin JWarp. 

}y[arch 19. 

VESPERS. 

Te Joieph eelebreni agmina eoelUum, 

Joseph, pure Spouse of that immortal Bride, 
Who shines in ever-virgin glory bright. 
Through all the Christian climes thy praise be 
sung ; 
Through all the realms of light. 
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THee, when amazed concern for thy betrothed 
Had fill'd thy righteous spirit with dismay, 
An Angel visited, and, with blest words, 
ScatterM thy fears away. 

Thine arms embraced thy Maker newly born ; 
With Him to Egypt's desert didst thou flee ; 
Him in Jerusalem did seek and find ; 
Oh grief, oh joy for thee ! 

Not until after death their blissful crown 
Others obtain ; but unto thee was given, 
In thine own lifetime to enjoy thy God, 
As do the blest in Heaven. 

Grant^us great Trinity, for Joseph's sake. 
Unto the stany mansions to attain ; 
There, with glad tongues, thy praise to 
celebrate 
In one eternal strain. 
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MATINS. 
Caliium Joseph dteut atque wottra, 

JoREFH ! oar certain hope below ! 

Glory of earth and Heaven ! 
Thou Pillar of the world ! to thee 

Be praise immortal given. 

Thee, as Salvation's minister, 

The mighty Maker ohose ; 
As Foster-father of the Word ; 

As Mary's spotless Spoose. 

With joy thou sawest Him new bom, 

Of whom the Prophets sang; 
Him in a manger didst adore, 

From whom Creation sprang. 

The Lord of lords, and King of kings, 

Bnler of sky and sea, 
Whom Heaven, and Earth, and Hell obey, 

Was subject unto Thee. 
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Praise to the sacred Trine who Thee 

So glorifies on high, 
And for Thy merits* sake may we 

Be sharers in Thy joy. 



LAUDS. 
Iste quem laii colimiujidelet, 
Worshipp'd throughout the Church to earth's 
far ends 
With prayer and solemn rite, 

Joseph this day triumphantly ascends 
Into the realms of light. 

0, blest beyond the lot of mortal men ! 

0*er whose last dying sigh, 
Christ and the Virgin Mother watch'd serene, 

Soothing his agony. 

Loosed from his fleshly chain, gently he fleets 

As in calm sleep away ; 
And diadem'd with light, enters the seats 

Of everlasting day. 
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There throned in pow*r, let us his loving aid 

With fervent prayers implore ; 
So may he gain us pardon in oar need, 

And peace for evermore. 

■ Glory and praise to Thee, blest Trinity I 
' One only God and Lord, 
Who to thy £Eiithful ones unfailingly 
Their aureoles dost award. 



JFritrae after ^assCon S^untra^. 

PBAST OV THE SEVEN SOLOUBS OF XHB BLESSED 
VIB6IK- MABT. 

VESPERS. 
Stabat Mater dolorosa. 

At the Cross her station keeping, 
Stood the mournful Mother weeping, 
Close to Jesus to the last. 
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Through her heart, his son'ow sharing, 
All his hitter anguish hearing, 
Now at length the sword }iad passed. 

Oh, how sad and sore distressed 
Was that Mother highly hlest 

Of the sole-hegotten One ! 

Christ ahoye in torment hangs ; 

She heneath heholds the pangs 

Of her dying glorious Son. 

Is there one who would not weep 
WhelmM in miseries so deep 

Christ's dear Mother to hehold ? 
Can the human heart refrain 
From partaking in her pain. 

In that Mother's pain untold? 

Bruised, derided, cursed, defiled, 
She heheld her tender Chil4 
All with hloody scourges rent ; 
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r 

For the sms of hiB own nation, 
Saw him hang in desolation, 
Till His Spirit forth He sent. 

* 

thou Mother ! fount of love ! 
Touch my spirit from above, 

Make my heart with thine accord : 
Make me feel as thou hast felt ; 
Make my soul to glow and melt 

With the love of Christ my Ijord. 



MATINS. 

(The same continued.) 

Sanota Mater utud agoi. 

Holt Mother ! pierce me through ; 
In my heart each wound renew 

Of my Saviour crucified : 
Jjet me share with thee His pain, 
Who for all my sins was slain, 

"^ho for me in torments died. 
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Let me miDgle tears with thee, 
Mourning Him who mourn'd forme. 

All the days that I maj live : 
By the Cross with thee to stay; 
There with thee to weep and pray ; 

Is all 1 ask of thee to give. 



LAUDS. 

(The same continned.) 

Virgo virginum praelara» 

ViRora of all virgins hest ! 
Listen to my fond request : 

Let me share thy grief divine ; 
Let me, to my latest hreath, 
In my hody bear the death 

Of that dying Son of thine. 

Wounded with his every wound. 
Steep my soul till it hath swoon'd 
In His very blood away; 
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Be to me, Virgin, nigh, 
Lest in flames I bum and die, 
In His awful Judgment day. 

Christ, when Thou shalt call me hence, 
Be thy Mother my defence, 

Be Thy Cross my victory ; 
While my body here decays, 
May my soul Thy goodness praise. 

Safe in Paradise with Thee. 



^t. l|ermenesiltr, Jl^artpr. 

April 13. 

VESPERS AND LAUDS. 

BegcUi aoUofortu Iberim, 

Glory of Iberia*s throne ! 

Joy of Martyr'd Saints above ! 
Who the crown of life have won, 

Dying for their Saviour's love : 
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What intrepid faith was thine 
In Thy every thought and deed 1 

Bent to do the will divine 
Wheresoever it might lead. 

Every rising motion check'd 

Which might lead thy heart astray 

How thou didst thy course direct 
Whither virtue shew'd the way. 

Honour, glory, hlessing, praise, 

To the Father and the Son, 
With the Spirit, through all days, 

While eternal ages run. 



MATINS. 
(The same continaed,) 
NuUis te genitor bltmditm trahiU 
Fbom the Truth thy soul to turn, 
Pleads a Father's voice in vain ; 
Nought to thee were jeweU'd crown, 
Earthly pleasure, earthly gain. 
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Angry threat and naked sword 
^ Daunted not Thy courage high ; 

Choosing glory with the Lord ; 
Bather than a present joy. 

Now amid the Saints in light, 
Throned in bliss for evermore ; — 

Oh ! from thy exalted height, 
Hear the solemn prayer we pour. 

Honour, glory, blessing, praise. 
To the Father and the Son, 

With the Spiiit, through all days, 
While eternal ages run. 
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^^e ^ipparbion of ^t iHttdftatl ^e Urc^anseL 

Mays. 

YESFEBS AND MATINS. 

Te tplendor et vUrttu Patris, 

Jesu ! life-spring of the soul ! 

The Father's Power, and Glory bright ! 
Thee with the Angels we extol ; 

From Thee they draw their life and light. 

Thy thousand thousand hosts are spread, 

Embattled o*er the azure sky ; 
But Michael bears thy standard dread, 

And lifts the mighty Cross on high. 

He in that Sign the rebel powers 
Did with their Dragon Prince expel ; 

And hurPd them from tho. Heaven's high towers, 
Down like a thunderbolt to hell. 

Grant us with Michael still, Lord, 
Against the Prince of Pride to fight 

So may a crown be our reward, 
Before the Lamb's pure throne of light 
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To God the Father, and the Son, 
Who rose from death, all glory he ; 

With Thee, hlessed Paraclete, 
Henceforth through all eternity. 

[aSttt^in ^t (l^ctabe of tt}t ^scenBton.] 

Glory to Jesus, who returns 
In pomp triumphant to the sky. 

To Thee, Father, and with Thee, 
Holy Ghost, eternally. 



%U Ucnanttttjs, iWartfir. 

May 18. 

VESPERS. 
Martjfr Dei Venantiu$. 

Unconquesed Martyr of his God ! 

Camertimn's light, her joy and prize 
Venantius triumphs o*er his judge, 

And in victoriona torment dies* 
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A boy in years, — ^when chains nor scourge 
Nor dungeon oould his soul subdue ; 

To lions with long hanger fierce 
At last the tender youth they threw. 

But oh, what power hath innocence 
The fiercest nature to assuage ! 

The lions crouch to lick his feet, 
Forget their hunger and their rage. 

Then downwards held in thickest smoke, 
They make him drink the stifling stream ; 

While underneath slow torches sear 
His naked breast and side with flame 

To Thee, Father, with the Son, 

And Holy Spirit, glory be; 
Oh, grant us, through thy Martyr's prayer, 

m 

Pure joys of immortality. 
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MATINS. 
Athleta CkriiU nobilU, 

Noble Champion of the Lord I 

Ann'cl against idolatry ! 
In thy fervent zeal for God, 

Death had nought of fear for thee. 

Bound with thongs, thy youthful fonn 
Down the rugged steep they tear ; 

Jagged rock and rending thorn 
All thy tender flesh lay bare. 

Spent with toil, the savage crew 
Fainting sinks with deadly thirst : — 

Thou the Cross dost sign ; and lo ! 
From the rock the waters burst. 

Saintly Warrior Prince ! who thus 
Thy tormentors couldst forgive ; — 

Shed the dew of grace on us, 
Bid our fainting spirits live. 
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Praise to Thee, dread Trinity, 
Father, Son, and Spirit blest ! 

Through thy Martyr's prayer may we 
Joys of life eternal taste. 



LAUDS. 
Dum nocU pulsa Ltte\fer. 

The golden star of mom 
Is climbing in the sky ; 
The birth-day of Venantius 
Awakes the Church to joy. 

His native land in depths 
Of Pagan darkness lay ; 
He o'er her guilty regions pour'd 
The dawn of Heavenly day ; 

When in the gracious streaui 
He did her sons baptize, 
Transmitting those who came to slay 
As martyrs to the skies. 
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With Angels now he shares 
Delights that never cease ; — 
Look down on us, Spirit blest, 
And send us gifts of peace. 

Ail honour, glory, praise, 
Blest Trinity, to Thee ; 
Oh, grant us through thy martyr^s prayer 
Joys of eternity. 



^I^e Idlesselr Vix^in iDftarg) t^e l^el^ of 
CD^rfsttans. 

May 24. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

Sape dum Christi popultu, 

Ofttimes, when hemmM around by hostile arms, 
The Christian people lay all sore dismayed, 
Faith's eye hath traced the Virgin gliding 
down, 
To lend her loving aid. 
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So speak the monnments of olden time, 
And shrines that hright with votive spoils appear; 
So speak the Festivals in her sweet praise, 
Eetuming year hj year. 

Now for new mercies a new song ascends, 
While with our Lady's ensigns all unfurPd, 
Eome in procession long high triumph holds. 
And with great Borne the world. 

Oh, happy day I on which Saint Peter's throne 
Beceives the Faith's great Buler hack again ; 
Betuming from his hanishmeot, in peace 
O'er Christendom to reign. 

Ye youths and maidens, priests and people all 
Pour out your grateful hearts on this glad day, 
Striving with all your strength, to Heaven's high 
Her well-earned praise to pay. [Queen. 

Virgin of Virgins ! Jesu's Mother hlest I 
Add yet another mercy to the past ; 
And help onr Pastor all his flock to lead 
Safe into Heaven at last. 
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To Tbee, great Trinity, be endless praise, 
Blessing, and majesty, and glory due ; 
To Thee may we our hearts and voices raise, 
All the long ages through. 



LAUDS. 
Te JEtedemptorU Dominique noitri, 

MoTHEB of our Lord and Saviour ! 

First in beauty as in power ! 
Glory of the Christian nations ! 

Keady help in troublous hour ! 

Though the gates of Hull against us 
With profoundest fury rage ; 

Though the ancient Foe assault us. 
And his fiercest battle wage ; 

Nought can hurt the pure in spirit. 
Who upon thine aid rely ; 

At thy hand secure of gaining 
Strength and mercy from on high. 
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Safe beneath thy mighty shelter, — 
♦ 

Though a thonsand hosts combine, 
All must fall or flee before us, 
Scattered by an arm divine. 

Firm as once on holy Sion, 
David's tov^er rear'd its height ; 

With a glorious rampart girded. 
And with glistening armour bright : 

So th' Almighty's Virgin Mother 
Stands in strength for evermore ; 

From Satanic hosts defending 
All who her defence implore. 

Through the long unending ages, 

Blessed Trinity, to Thee ; 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit ! 

Praise and perfect glory be. 
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%%, ivUana ^alconfctl, F(tgin. 

June 19. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

CaletiiM Agni mptias. 

To be the LamVs celestial bride 

Is Jnliana's one desire ; 
For this she quits her father's home, 

And leads the sacred virgin choir. 

By day, by night, she mourns her Spouse 
Nail'd to the Cross, with ceaseless tears ; 

Till in herself, through very grief, 
The image of that Spouse appears. 

Like Him, all Wounds, slie kneels transfixed 
Before the Virgin Mother's shrine ; 

And still the more she weeps, the more 
Mounts up the flame of love divine. 

That love so deep. the Lord repaid 
His handmaid on her dying bed ; 

When with the Food of heavenly life 
By miracle her soul He fed. 
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All glory, O Creator Sire, 

sole-begotten Son divine. 
And co-eternal Paraclete, 

OnS only Lord and God, be thine. 



iRatibitg of &U 3lol^n t^e ISaptUt. 

June 24. 

VESPERS. 

Ut queant laxis ruonarejthrit. 

Unloose, great Baptist, our sin-fetter'd lips ; 
That with enfranchised Toice we may proclaim 
The miracles of thy transcendent life, 
. Thy deeds of mighty fame ! 

Oh, lot snblime ! an angel quits the skies, 
Thy birth, thy name, thy glory to declare 
Unto thy priestly sire : while to the Lord 
He offers Israers prayer. 



156 MTMxs rmo: 



IGstntsdoI of the pnxaiae from an 
His ^«ccli knaikcB lam at die an^efs vord ; 
But tbxi on thine eighth daj dost re-attune 
For him the Tocal chord. * 

No manrel ; since yet dmster'd in the vomb, 
The pieaenoe of thj King had thee inspired ; 
What time Elizabeth and Mary sang. 
With joy prophetic fired. 

Glory immortal to the Father be. 
Praise to the sole-begotten sovereign Son, 
With Thee, coequal Spirit, One in Three, 
While endless ages ran, 



MATINS. 

(The nine oontiiraed.) 
Antra deterti temeru $mb anmU. 

In caves of the lone wilderness thy youth 
Thou hiddest, shonning the rude throng of men, 
So the pure treasure of thy soul to guard 
From the least touch of sin. 
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There to thy sacred limbs the camel gave 
A garment ; the hard rock a .bed supplied ; 
The stream thj thirst, locasts and honey wild 
Thy hunger satisfied. 

Oh, blest beyond the Prophets of old time ! 
They of the Saviour sang that was to be : 
Him present to annoiince, and show to all, 
Thy God reserved for thee ! 

Through the wide earth was never mortal man 
Bom holier than John ; to whom was given 
The guilty world's Baptizer to baptize, 
And ope the door of Heaven. 

Glory immortal to the Father be, 
Praise to the sole-begotten sovereign Son, 
With Thee, coequal Spirit, One in Three, 
While endless ages run. 
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LAUDS. 
O mmi$feUx merii^qme eeUi, 

yr.iMwien Saint, of snow- white parity ! 

Dweller in wastes forlorn ! 
mightiest of the Martyr host on high ! 

Greatest of Prophets born ! 

Of all the diadems that on the brows 

Of Saints celestial shine, 
Not one with brighter, purer, halo glows, 

In HeaTen*B high Court, than thine. 

Oh ! then on us a tender, pitying gaze 
Cast from thy glory^s thro ne ; 

Straighten our crooked, smooth our ragged 
ways, 
And break our hearts of stone. 

So may the world's Redeemer find us meet 

To offer Him a place, 
Where He may deign to set his sacred feet. 

Coming with gifts of grace. 
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Praise in the HeaVn to Thee, First and Last, 

The Trine eternal God ! 
Spare, Jesu, spare thy people, whom Thoa hast 

SedeemM with thine own blood. 



Jane 29. 

YESPEBS. 

Decora lux aiemiitUit auream. 

Bathed in eternity's all-heanteous beam, 
And opening into Heav'n a path sublime, 
Welcome the golden day ! that heralds in 
The Apostolic Chiefis, whose glory fills all time ! 

Peter and Paul, the Fathers of great Rome I 
Now sitting in the Senate of the skies I 
One by the Cross the other by the Sword, 
Sent to their thrones on high, and life's eternal 
prize. 
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O bappj Borne! whom thsi most g^rioos 

blood 
For OTor ooiuecratefl while ages flow ; 
Thon, thus empurpled, art more beaotifal 
Than all that doth appear most beantifid below. 

Praise, blessing, majestj, through endless 

days, 
Be to the Trinity immortal given ; 
Who, in pure Unity, profoundly sways 
Eternally all things alike in earth and Heaven. 



%U 1Eli?abet|^, Qnten of ^portngBl^ 

July 8. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

Domore oordii impetut SUzabetk, 

PuBE, meek, with soul serene, 
Sweeter to her it was to serve unseen 
Her God, than reign a queen. 
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Now far above our sight, 
Enthroned upon the star-paved azure height, 
She reigns in realms of light; 

So long as time shall flow, 
Teaching to all who sit on thrones below, 
The good that power can do. 

To God, the Sire and Son 
And Paraclete, be glory, Trine in One, 
While endless ages run. 



LAUDS. 
Opet decutque regium reliquerat. 

KiCHEs and regal throne, for Christ^s dear sake, 

True Saint, thou didst despise ; 
Amid the Angels seated now in blisiv. 

Oh, help us from the skies ! 

M 






b.fiwlef'**''^ 
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Her precious ointment forth she brings. 
Upon those sacred feet to pour ; 

She washes them with burning tears ; 
And with her hair she wipes them o*er. 

Impassioned to the Cross she clings ; 

Nor fears beside the tomb to stay ; 
Nought of its ruffian guard she recks, 

For love has cast all fear away. 

O Christ, thou very Love itself! 

Blest hope of man, through Thee forgiven 
So touch our spirits from above, > 

So purify oar souls for Heaven. 

To God the Father with the Son 
And Holy Paraclete, with thee. 

As evermore hath been before, 
Be glory through eternity. 
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MATINS. 
Maria easUs oseulit. 

His sacred feet with tears of agony 

She bathes; and prostrate on the ground 

adores ; 
Steeps them in kisses chaste, and wipes them 

dry 
With her own hair; then forth her precious 

ointment pours. 

Praise in the highest to the Father be ; 
Praise to the mighty coetemal Son ; 
And praise, Spirit Paraclete, to Thee, 
"While ages evermore of endless ages run. 



LAUDS. 
Sumtni Parenti* Uniee, 

Son of the Highest ! deign to cast 

On us a pitying eye ; 
Thou, who repentant Magdalene 

Didst call to endless joy. 
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Again the royal treasury 

Eeceives its long-lost coin ; 
The gem is foand, and, cleansed from mire, 

Doth all the stars outshine. 

Jesu ! balm of every wound ! 

The sinner's only stay ! 
Wash Thou in Magdalene's pui'e tears 

Our guilty spots away. 

Mother of God ! the sons of Eve 

Weeping thine aid implore : 
Oh ! land us from the storms of life. 

Safe on th' eternal shore. 

Glory, for graces manifold, 

To the one only Lord ; 
Whose mercy doth our seals forgive, 

Whose bounty doth reward. 
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^t. Peter's <!Dl^ains. 

August 1. 
VESPEB8. 

MUrU modis repente liber ferrea. 

The Lord commands ; and, lo, his iron chains, 
Falling from Peter, the behest obey : 
• Peter, blest shepherd \ who, to verdant plains, 
And life's immortal springs, from day to 
clay, 
Leads on his tender charge, driying all wolves 
away. 

Praise to the Father, through all ages be ; 

Praise, blessing to the coetemal Son, 
• And Holy Ghost, One glorious Trinity ; 
To whom all majesty and might belong ; 
So sing we now, and such be our eternal soog. 
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fSbt ^xhrnUsaxBtion of onr ICottr 

A\kgnst9, 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
Quieunque Chritium qtuBriiii, 

All ye who seek, in hope and loTe, 
For your dear Lord, look up above ! 
Where, traced upon the azure sky, 
Faith may a glorious form descry. 

Lo ! on the trembling verge of light 
A something all divinely bright ! 
Immortal, infinite, sublime I 
Older than chaos, space, or time ! 

Hail, Thou, the Gentiles^ mighty Lord ! 
All hail, O Israel's King adored ! 
To Abraham sworn in ages past. 
And to his seed while earth shall last. 



1G8 HYMNS FBOM THE 

To Thee the prophets witness bear ; 
Of Thee the Father doth declare, 
That all who would his glory see, 
Must hear and must believe in Thee. 

To Jesus, from the proud concealed, 
But evermore to babes reveal'd, 
All glory with the Father be, 
And Holy Ghost, eternally. 



LAUDS. 

Lvix alvM Jetu mentiutu, 

LiQHT of the soul, Saviour blest ! 
Soon as Thy presence fills the breast, ^ 
Darkness and guilt are put to flight. 
And all is sweetness and delight. 

Son of the Father ! LoihI most high ! 
How glad is he who feels Thee nigh ! 
How sweet in Heaven Thy beam doth glow, 
Denied to eye of flesh below ! 
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Light of Light celestial ! 

Charity inefifable ! 

Come in Thy hidden majesty ; 

Fill us with love, fill us with Thee, 

To Jesus, from the proud concealed. 
But evermore to babes reveal'd, 
All glory with the Father be, 
And Holy Ghost, eternally. 



JFeaM of t^e &thtn IBBolontu of ti^e ISUsseir 
Ftrgin i^larp- 

Third Sunday in September. 

VESPERS. 
O quot undii lachrymarwn. 
What a sea of tears and sorrow 

Did the soul of Mary toss 
To and fro upon its billows, 

While she wept her bitter loss ; 
In her arms her Jesus holding, 
Tom BO newly from the Cross ! 
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O that moomfiil Yiigio Mother 
See her tears how £ui thej flow 

Down upon his mangled hodj, 
Womided side, and thomj brow ; 

While flis hands and feet she kisses,- 
Pictore of immortal woe ! 



Oft and oft His arms and bosom 
Fondly straining to her own; 

Oft her pallid lips imprinting 
On each wonnd of her dear Son : 

Till in one last kiss of anguish 
All her melting sonl is gone. 



Gentle Mother, we beseech thee. 
By thy tears and tronble sore ; 

By the death of thy dear 0£fiipring ; 
By the bloody wounds He bore ; 

Touch oar hearts with that trae sorrow 
Which a£Qicted Thee of yore. 
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To the Father everlasting, 

And the Son, who reigns on high, 

With the coeternal Spirit, 
Trinity in Unity, 

Be salvation, honour, hlessing. 
Now and through eternity. 



MATINS. 

Jam toto Buhditus vesper eat polo. 

Come, darkness, spread o^er Heaven thy pall, 
' And hide, sud, thy face ; 
While we that hitter death recall. 
With all its dire disgrace. 

And thou, with tearful cheek, wast there ; 

But with a heart of steel, 
Mary, thou didst his meanings hear, 

And all his torments feel. 
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He hnng before thee cracified ; 

His Beah. with sconrgiDgs rent ; 
His bloody gashes gaping wide ; 

His strength and spirit spent. 

Thou his dishonour'd countenance^ 
And racking thirst, didst see ; 
' Bj turns the gall, the sponge, the lance, 
Were agony to Thee. 

Yet still erect in majesty, 

Thou didst the sight sustain ; — 

Oh, more than Martyr ! not to die 
Amid such cruel pain ! 

Praise to the blessed Three in One ; 

And be that courage mine, 
Which, sorrowing o*er her only Son, 

Did in the Virgin shine ! 
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LAUDS. 

SummcB Deut elemeniia, 

God, in whom all grace doth dwell ! 
Grant us grace to ponder well 
On the Virgin's Dolours seven ; 
On the wounds to Jesus given. 

May the tears which Mary poured 
Gain us pardon of the Lord ; — 
Tears excelling in their worth 
All the penances of earth. 

May the contemplation sore 
Of the five wounds Jesus hore, 
Source to us of hlessings be, 
Through a long eternity. 

To the Incarnate Son who died 
For His servants crucified, 
Praise be render'd, with the Sire 
And the Spirit Sanctifier. 
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October 2. 

YESPEBS AND MATDTS. 
Ciuiode$ hominum p$aUimu» angelot. 

Praise we those ministers celestial 
Whom the dread father chose 

To be defenders of our nature frail, 
Against our scheming foes. 

For, since that from his glory in the skies 

Th' Apostate Angel fell, 
Burning with envy, evermore he tries 

To drown our souls iu Hell. 

Then hither, watchful Spirit, bend thy wing, 
Our country's Guardian blest I ' 

Avert her threatening ills ; expel each thing 
That hindereth her rest. 
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Praise to the trinal Majesty, whose strength 

This mighty fabric sways ; 
Whose glory reigns beyond the utmost length 

Of everlasting days. 



LAUDS. 
JEterne Beeior tiderum, 

BuLER of the dread immense ! 

Maker of this mighty frame ! 
Whose eternal Providence 

Guides it, as from Thee it came ! 

Prone before thy face we bend ; 

Hear our supplicating cries ; 
And thy light celestial send, 

With the freshly dawning skies. 
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King of kings ! and Lord most higli 
This of thy dear love we pray, — 

May Thy Gruardian Angel nigh 
Keep na from all sin this day. 

May He crash the deadly wiles 
Of the envions Serpent's art, 

Ever spreading cnnning toils 
Round aboat the thoughtless heart. 

May he scatter ruthless war, 
Ere to this our land it come ; 

Plague and famine drive afar ; 
Fix securely peace at home. 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

One eternal Trinity ! 
Guard by thy Angelic Host 

Os, who put our trust in Thee. 
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;f east of t^e i^Satcmttn of ti^e VUssetf 
Firg(n jWarQ. 

Second Sunday in October. 

MATINS. 
Calo Sedempior prcBiulU, 

The Saviour left higb HeaTen to dwell 

Within the Virgin's womb ; 
And there arrayed Himself in flesh. 

Our Victim to become. 

She unto us divinely bore 

Salvation^s King and God ; 
Who died for us upon the Cross, 

Who saves us in His blood : 

She too our joyful hope shall be, 

And drive away all fears ; 
Offering for us to her dear Son 

Our contrite sighs and tears. 
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That Son — He hears His mother's prayer. 

And grsDts, ere it be said ; 
Be oars to loye her, and inyoke 

In eyeij strait her aid. 

Praise to the glorious Trinity, 
While endless times proceed ; 

Who in that bosom pure of stain 
Bow'd such immortal seed. 



LAUDS. 

Tb Maier cUma Numinii, 

Mother of Almighty God ! 

Suppliant at thy feet we pray ; 
Shelter us from Satan's fraud, 

Safe beneath thy wing this day. 

'Twas by reason of our Fall, 
In our first Forefather's crime, 

That the mighty Lord of all 
Baised Thee to thy rank sublime. 
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Oh then upon Adam's raoe 
Look thou with a pitying eye ; 

And entreat of Jesus grace. 
Till He lay his anger by. 

Honour, glory, virtue, merit, 

Be to Thee, Virgin's Son ! 
With the Father and the Spirit, 

While eternal ages run. 



£cm of t^e ^urfte of t\)t mtzztxt 
Virgin jWaro. 

Third Sunday in October. 

VESPEES. 
FrtBclara cuatos virffinum. 

Blest Guardian of all virgin souls ! 

Portal of bliss to man forgiven! 
Pure Mother of Almighty God! ' 

Thou hope of earth, and joy of Heaven ! 

N 2 
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Fair Lily, found amid the tboms ! 

Most beauteous Dove with wings of gold ! 
Bod from whose tender root upsprang 

That healing Flower long since foretold! 

Thou Tower, against the dragon proof! 
. Thou Star, to storm-toss'd vojagers dear.! 
Our course lies o'er a treacherous deep ; 
Thine be the light hy which we steer. 

Scatter the mists that round us hang ; 

Keep far the fatal shoals away ; 
And while through darkling waves we sweep 

Open a path to life and day. 

Jesu, bom of Virgin bright ! 

Immortal glory be to Thee ; 
Praise to the Father infinite, 

And Holy Ghost eternally. 
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MATINS. 
O Stella Jacob fulgida. 

Star of Jacob, ever beaming 

With a radiance all divine I 
*Mid the happy stars of Heaven 

Glows no purer ray than thine. 

All in stoles of snowy brightness, 

Unto Thee the Angels sing ; 
Unto Thee the Virgin choirs, 

Mother of th' eternal King! 

Joyful in Thy path they scatter 

Boses white and lilies fair; 
Yet with thy chaste bosom's whiteness, 

Rose nor lily may compare. 

Oh! that this low earth of oars, 
Answenng th' angelic strain, 

With Thy praises might re-echo, 
Till the Hei^vens replied again. 



182 HTMK8 FROM THE 

Honour, glory, yirtae merit, 
Be to Thee, Vir^n's Son I 

With the Father and the Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 



J^t. Teresa, ITirgtn. 

October 15. 

YESPEBS AND LAUDS. 

JRegit $upemi nuniia. 

Dear Herald of our King ! thou didst 
Thy home in childhood leave; 

Intending to barharic lands 
Christ or thy blood to give. 

But Thee a sweeter death awaits ; 

A nobler fate is thine ; 
Pierced with a thousand heavenly darts, 

To di^ of love divine! 
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Victim of perfect eharity ! 

Our souIb with loye inspire ; 
And save the nations of thy charge 

From everlasting fire. 

Praise to the Father, with the Son, 

And Holy Spirit, he; 
Praise to the hlessed Three in One, 

Through all eternity. 



MATINS. 
Hoe Bit diet qua Candida, 

This day, heneath the form 
Of a pm-e snow-white dove, 
Teresa's unbound Spirit sought 
The Sanctuary above : 

And heard the Bridegroom's .voice, — 
' Sister from Carmel come ; 
Come to the marriage of the Lamb, 
To thy eternal home.' 
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Spouse of the Virgin choir ! 
Let all the blest adore 
Thee, Jesa ! and in nnptial songs 
Extol Thee evermore. 



St. l^o^n <!Dantttts, CDonfessiir. 

October 20. 

VESPERS. 

Oenfig Folona gloria. 

O GLORY and high boast 
Of Poland's ancient race ! 
True father of thy fatherland ! 
True minister of grace ! 

*Twas thine the law of God 
To preach, and to obey ; 
Oh, pray that we obedient be ; 
Nor from its precepts stray ! 
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To th* Apostolic shrines 
A pilgrim offc wast thou ; 
Oh guide aright, through this dark night, 
Our pilgrimage helow! 

Thou to Jerusalem 
Didst go for love, and there 
The traces of thy Lord adore, 
And wash with many a tear : 

sacred wounds of Christ ! 
Deep in our hearts remain! 
May we through you the promise true 
Of life eternal gain ! 

To Heaven*s trinnal Lord 
Ijet the world's fabric bend ; 
While evermore, from heai-ts renewed, 
New hymns of praise ascend. 
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MATINS. 

Corptu domeuJ^funUi. 

Thy body with long fastings worn ; 
Thy flesh with cruel scourg^gs torn ; 
'Twas thine to live, blessed Saint, 
A most unspotted penitent. 

Oh, may we follow after thee, 
In ways of holy purity ! 
And in the Spirit's might control 
£ach evil passion of the soul ! 

Thou to the poor in winter's snow 
Oft thy own raiment didst bestow : 
By hunger or by thirst oppress'd, 
They flew to thy parental breast. 

thou, who nothing didst deny 
To those who sought thy charity, 
Thy native land firom harm defend, 
And peace on all her borders send ! 
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Praise to the Fatber, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 
Jeso, through thy dear servant's prayer, 
May we Thy joys eternal share. 



LAUDS. 
2V depreeante eorporum. 

Saint 6f sweetest majesty ! 

What a potent Voice is thine ! 
At thy prayer diseases fly ; 

Fading health revives again 

Oft with wasting fever wan, 

Lingering at their latest breath, 

Dying men by thee are drawn 
From the very jaws of death. 

Oft the stores of golden grain, 
Hurried down the swollen flood, 

At thy prayer return again 
Guided by the hand of God ! 
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Such, O happy S^int in light, 
Such thy help in hour of need, 

Oh, then from the heavenly height 
Harken now and intercede. 

EverlastiDg Three in One ! 

Everlasting One in Three ! 
Grant ns through thy Saint the boon 

Of a blest eternity. 



JTcast of &t Bapl^acI tf)e IBlrcl^angrl. 

October 25. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
Tibi Chrinte tplendor PatrU. 

Jesu, brightness of the Father! 

Life and strength of all who live ! 
In the presence of the Angels, 

Glory to thy name we give ; 
And thy wondrous praise rehearse, 
Singing in alternate verse. 
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Hail, all je angelic Princedoms ! 

Hail, ye thrones celestial ! 
Hail, Physician of Salvation ! 

Guide of life, blest Raphael I 
Binding fast the fiend of night, 
In the glory of thy might. 

Oh, may Christ beneath thy pinions 
Shield us from all harm this day ; 

Keep us pure in flesh and spirit ; 
Save us from the enemy ; 

And vouchsafe us, of his grace, 

In his Paradise a place. 

Glory to th' Almighty Father, 
Sing we now in anthems sweet ; 

Glory to the great Kedeemer ; 
Glory to the Paraclete ; 

Godhead sole and Persons three ! 

In eternal unity I 
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LAUDS. 
Ckritt«f ganetorum deeu$ angdorum, 

Christ, the glory of the Angel choirs! 
Author aud Ruler of the human race I 
Grrant us one daj to climh the happy hills 
And see thy blissful face. 

And ph, thy Baphael, physician blest. 
Send down to us from you celestial height, 
To heal our souls' diseases, and direct 
Our lifelong course aright. 

Thou too, Mary, Mother of our God ! 
And happy Queen of Angels ! hither speed, 
Drawing with thee the Army of the Saints 
To help us in our need. 

This grace on us bestow, O Father blest, 
And thou, Son by an eternal birth ; 
With Thee, from both proceeding, Holy Ghost ! 
Whose glory fills the earth. 
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JFtast of 19in Saints. 

November 1. 

VESPEBS AND MATINS. 
^laearSf ChrUte, ftervuUs, 

Chbist, thy guilty people spare ! 

Lo, kneeling at thy gracious thronei 
Xhy Virgin Mother pours her prayer, 

Imploring pardon for her own. 

Ye Angels, happy evermore ! 

Who in your circles nine ascend, 
As ye have gilarded us hefore, 

So still from harm onr steps defend. 

Ye Prophets, and Apostles high ! 

Behold our penitential tears ; 
And plead for ns when death is nigh, 

And our all-searching Judge appears. 
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Ye Martyrs all ! a parple band, 
And Confessors, a wbite-robed train ; 

Oh, call us to our native land, 
From this our exile, back again. 

And ye, choirs of Virgins chaste ! 

Beceive us to your seats on high ; 
With Hermits whom the desert waste 

Sent up of old into the sky. 

Drive from the flock, Spirits blest I 
The false and faithless race away ; 

That all within one fold may rest. 
Secure beneath one shepherd's sway. 

To God the Father glory be, 
And to his sole-begotten Son ; 

And glory, Holy Ghost, to Thee, 
"NVhile everlasting ages run. 
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LAUDS. 
8aUiii» aternm dator, 

GiYEB of life, eternal Lord ! 

Thy own redeemed defend ; 
Mother of Grace ! thy children save, 

And help them to the end; 

Ye thousand thousand Angel Hosts ! 

Assist us in oar need ; 
Ye Patriarchs ! with the Prophet Choir ! 

For our forgiveness plead. 

Forerunner hiest ! and thou who still 
Dost Heaven's dread keys retain ! 

Ye glonous Apostles all ! 
Unloose our guilty chain. 

Army of Martyrs ! holy Priests 

In beautiful array ! 
Ye happy troops of Virgins chnste! 

Wash all our stains awny. 

o 
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All ye who high above the stan 

In heavenly gbny reign ! 
May we through yonr prevailing prayers 

Unto your joys attain. 

' Praise, honour, to the Father be, 

Praise to his only Son ; 
Praise, Holy Paraclete, to thee. 
While endless ages ran. 



HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY. 



Part IF. ' 

HYMNS BELONGING TO THE COMMON 

OF SAINTS. 
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HYMNS FROM THE BREVIARY, 



?Part 3EU. 



HYMNS BELONGING TO THE COMMON 

OF SAINTS. 



I|vmn9 on ti)e jFmibals of H^t 1SU99etr UitgCn 

VESPERS. 

Hail tbon Star of ocean ! 

Portal of the sky ! 
Ever Virgin Mother 

Of the Lord most High 
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Oh! by GaVriers Ave/ 

Utter*d Umg ago, 
Era's name teyenang, 

'Stablish peace below. 

Break the captive's fetters ; 

Light on blindness poor ; 
An oar ills expelling; 

Every bliss impbre. 

Shew thyself a Motiier ; 

Ofier Him oar sighs, 
Who for OS Incarnate 

Did not thee despise. 

Virgin of all Virgins I 
To thy shelter take ns ; 

Gentlest of the gentle I 
Chaste and gentle make as. 

Still as on we joorney, 
Help oar weak endeavoor; 

Till with thee and Jesas 
We rejoice lor ever. 
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Thnmgli the highest deaven^ 

To the Abnighty Three, 
Father, Son, and Spirit, 

One same glory he. 



MATINS. 
Quern terra^ poniuSf tidera, 

Thb Lord, whom earth, and air, and sea, 
With one adoring voice resound ; 

Who rules them all in majesty ; 
In Mary's heart a cloister found. 

Lo ! in a humhle Virgin's womb, 
O'ershadow'd by Almighty power ; 

He whom the stars, and san, and moon, 
Each serre in their appointed hour. 

Mother blest ! to whom was given 
Within thy compass to contain 

The Architect of earth and Heaven, 
Whose bands the wuTorae sustain : 
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To thee was sent an Angel down ; 

In tliee the Spirit was enshrined ; 
From thee came forth that Mightj One, 

The long-desired of all mankind. 

Jesn ! bom of Virgin bright, 
Immortal glorj be to Thee ; 

Praise to the Father infinite, 
And Holy Ghost eternally. 



LAUDS. 
O glorioia Virginum, 

Queen of all the Virgin choir ! 

Enthroned above the starry sky ! 
Who with thy bosom's milk didst feed 

Thy own Creator Lord most high. 

What man had lost in hapless Eve, 
Thy sacred womb to man restores ; 

Thou to the wretched here beneath 
Hast opened Heaven's eternal doors. 
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Hail, refulgent HaU of light ! 

Hail, Gate august of Heaven's high King ! 
Through Thee redeemed to endless life, 

Thy praise let all the nations sing. 

Jesu ! horn of Virgin hright, 

Immortal glory he to Thee ; 
'Praise to the Father infinite, 

And Holy Ghost eternally. 



The above Hymne are aUo u$ed in the Little Office 
of the Blessed Yirgm Mary, with the addition qf the 
following:-— 

AT TEBCE^ SEXT^ NONE, AND COMPLINJB. 
Memento rerum Conditor, 

Bemember, O Creator Lord ! 

That in the Virgin's sacred womh 
Thoa wast conceived, and of her flesh 

Didst our mortality assume. 
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Mother of grace, Mary blest! 

To thee, sweet fount of love, we fly ^ 
Shield us through life, and take us henoe 

To thy dear bosom when we die. 

Jesu ! bom of Virgin bright, 

Immortal glory be to Thee ; 
Praise to the Father infinite, 

And Holy Ghost eternally. 



Common of %po»tlc» untt lEbangeltsts. 

VESPERS AND LAUDS. 
SxuUet arh%9 gaudUt, 

Now let the earth with joy resound, 
And Heaven the chant re-echo round ; 
Nor Heaven nor earth too high can raise 
The great Apostles* glorious praise. 
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O ye wlio, throned in glory dread, 
Shall judge the living and the dead ! 
Lights of the world for evermore ! 
To you the sappliant prayer we pour. 

Ye closed the sacred gates on high ; 
At your command apart they fly : 
Oh ! loose for us the guilty chain 
We strive to hreak, and strive in vain. 

Sickness and health your voice ohey ; 
At your command they go or stay : 
From sin's disease our souls restore ; 
In good confirm ns more and more. 

So when the world is at its end, 
And Christ to Judgment shall descend, 
May we he called those joys to see 
Prepared from all eternity. 

Praise to the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 
As ever was in ages past. 
And so shall he while ages last. 
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MATINS. 

JBUma CkritU mumtra. 

The Jjord's eternal giftH, 
Th' Apostles' mightj praise, 
Their Ticiories, and high reward, 
Sing we in jojrfnl lays. 

Lords of the Churches thej ; 
Triumphant Chiefs of war ; 
Brave Soldiers of the Heavenly Camp ; 
True lights for evermore. 

Theirs' was the Saints' high Faith ; 
And qoenchless Hope's pure glow ; 
And perfect Charity which laid 
The world's fell tyrant low. 

In them the Father shone ; 
In them the Son o'ercame ; 
In them the Holy Spirit wrought, 
And fill'd their hearts vnth flame. 
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Praise to the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, One and Three ; 
As evermore, hath been before 
And. shall for ever be. 



lEastcr. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
TritUa erant Apottoli, 

When Christ, by his own servants slain. 
Had died upon the cruel Cross, 

Th* Apostles of their joy bereffc, 
Were weeping their dear Master's loss : 

Meanwhile, an Angel at the tomb 
To holy women hath foretold, 

' The faithful ilock with joy shall soon 
Their JLord in Galilee behold.' 



206 HTMHB FROM THB 

Who, as they run the news to bring, 
Lo, straightwajr Christ Himself they meet, 

All radiant bright with heavenly light, 
And falling, clasp his sacred feet. ^ 



To Qalilee*8 lone mountain height 

The Apostolic band retire: 
There blest with their dear Savionr's sight, 

Enjoy in fall their souPs desire. 



Jesn ! from the death of sin 
Keep as, we pray ; so shalt Thou be 

The everlasting Paschal joy 
Of all the seals new-bom in Thee. 



To God the Father, with the Son, 
Who from the grave immortal rose ; 

And Thee, Paraclete, be praise, 
While age- on eiidless ages flows. 
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[aRit^in ibt ^ctabe of t(t Hncemsion.] 

Glory to Jesas, wHo returns 
In pomp triumphant to the sky, 

With Thee, Father, and with Thee, 
Holy Ghost, eternally. 



LAUDS. 
Pasdiale mundo gaudium. 

Now daily shines the sun more fair, 
Becalling that hlest time. 

When Christ on his Apostles shone, 
In radiant light sublime. 

They in his Body see the wounds 
like stars diTinely glow; 

Then forth, as his true Witneaieff, 
Throughout the world they go. 

Christ ! thou King most merdfol ( 
Our inmost hearts possess ; 

'^ may our canticles of praise 
Thy tiame for ever bless. 
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Keep us, Jesu. ! from the death 
Of sin ; and deign to be 

The everlasting Paschal joy 
Of all new-born in Thee. 

Praise to the Father, and the Son^ 
Who from the dead arose ; 

Praise to the blessed Paraclete, 
While age on ages flows. 



^f one i^artnr. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
J>eut iuorum mUUtm. 

Thou, of all thy warriors Lord, 
Thyself the crown, and sure reward ; 
Set us from sinful fetters free. 
Who sing thy Martyr's victory. 

In selfish pleasures' worldly round 
The taste of bitter gall he found ; 
But sweet to him was thy dear Name, 
And so to heavenly joys he came. 
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* 

Bight manfdllj his croes he horO) 
And ran his race of torments sore : 
For Thee he poured his life away ; 
With Thee he lives in endless day. 

We, then, before Thee bending low, 
Intreat Thee, Lord, thy love to shew 
On this the day thy Martyr died, 
Who in thy Saints art glorified ! 

To God the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Be praise and glory evermore, 
As in th' eternity before ! 



LAUDS. 
Inviete Marty¥ tnitoiMii. 

Mabttb of unconquered might 1 
Follower of th' Incarnate Son ! 

Who, victorious in the fight, 
Hast oelestial glory won ; 
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Bj the Tirtae of th j prajrer, 
Let no evil hover nigh ; 

Sin's contagion drive afar; 
Waken drowsy lethai^. 

Loosen'd from the fleshi j chain 
Which detained thee here of old, 

Loose ns -from the honds of sin, 
From the fetters of the world. 

Glory to the Father be : 
Glory to th' Incarnate Son ; 

Glory, Holy Ghost, to Tliec, 
While eternal ages ran. 



The Common of one Martyr daring Easter is the same 
as the above, except the Doxology, which is 

Glory to th' Incarnate Son, 
Who from death immortal rose ; 

Glory to the Trine in One, 
While the flood of ages flows. 
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[8R{t(in t|t ^ctabe of ti^e 9lscenB(on.] 

Glory to th* eternal Son, 
Who again ascends the sky ; 

Glory to the Trine in One, 
Through the long eternity. 



^f mane Si:artpr]5. 

VESPERS. 

Sandorum meriiU inelyia gaudia, 

SiNO we the peerless deeds of martyrM Saints, 
Tlieir glorions merits, and their portion blest ; 
Of all the conquerors this earth has seen, 
The greatest and the best. 

Them in their day th* insensate world abhorred 
^ They joyfully renounced it, Lord, for Thee; 

Finding it all a barren waste, devoid 
!• Of fruit, or flower, or tree. 

p 2 
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The J trod beneath them every threat of man, 
And came ▼ictorious all torments through ; 
The iron hooks, that piecemeal tore their flesh 
Gonld not their souls subdue. 

Scourged, crucified, like sheep to slaughter led, 
Unmurmuring they met their cruel fate ; 
For conscious innocence their souls upheld. 
In patient virtue great. 

What tongue those joys, Jesu, can disclose, 
Which for thy maiiyred Saints Thou dost prepare! 
Happy who in thy pains, thrice happy those 
Who in thy glory share ! 

Our faults, our sins, our miseries remove, 
Great Deity supreme, immortal King ! 
Grant us thy peace, grant us thine endless love 
In endless life to sing. 
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MATINS. 

C^rittoprofuium BongmSnewk, 

Sing we the Martjrs Llest) 
Their blood for Jesus pour'd ; 
Siiig we their glorious victories, 
And infinite reward. 

Treading tho world beneath, 
Spurning the body's pain, 
'Twas theirs, in Martyrdom's brief space, 
Eternal joys to gain. 

Consigned to raging flames 
Or ruthless beasts a prey ; 
Their tender flesh by savage hooks 
Tom piece by piece away ; 

Their vitals hanging forth ; 
Unmoved they still endure ; 
Unmoved continue, in the grace 
Of endless life secure. 



214 irms fbom ths 

SaTioor, to ns ▼oncliflafey 
Of thy dear clemeacj, 
A poiiioii with thj Martyr Saints, 
Through all etenutj, 



LAUDS. 
Bez gloriou wuurlgrum, 

O Thou, the Martyrs' glorious King ! 

Of Confessors the crown and prize ; 
Who dost to joy celestial bring 

Those who the joys of earth despise ; 

By all the praise thy Saints have won ; 

By all their pains in days gone by ; 
By ail the deeds which they have done ; 

Hear Thou thy suppliant people's cry. 

Thon dost amid thy Martyrs fight ; 

Thy Coniessors Thou dost forgive ; 
May we find mercy in thy sight, 

And in thy sacred presence live. 
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To God the Father gloi7 be, 

And to his sole-begotten Son ; 
And glory, Holy Gbost, to Thee 1 

While everlastiDg ages ran. 



^f mans J^arters Trurtng lEasttr ^(me. 

VESPEBS AND LAUDS. 
Bex fflorioM martgrum. 

As above, page 214. 
With the following Dozology. 

Now to the Father, and the Son, 
Who rose from death, all glory be. 

With Thee, O holy Comforter, 
Henceforth through all eternity. 



MATINS. 

Chritio prqfttntm tangvinmit. 
As at page 213. 



216 Hnau ntoM tbr 

#f 8 €Donfessor Mti IBfs^op. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
liit (hufe$$or Domini eoleniet. 

The Confessor of Christ, from shore to shore 

Worshipped with solemn rite ; 
This day with merits full, his lahonrs o*er, 

Went to his seat in light 

[If it be not the day of his death, the following 
is sabstitated.] 

This day receives those honours which are his, 
High in the realms of light. 

Holy and innocent were all his ways ; 

Sweet, temperate, uiistain*d ; 
His life was prayer,— -his every hreath was praise, 

While hreath to him remained. 

Ofttimes have miracles in many a land 

His sanctity displayed ; 
And still does health return at his command 

To many a frame decayed. 
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Therefore to him triumphant praise we pay, 

And yearly songs renew ; 
Praying onr glorious Saint for us to pray, 

All the long ages through. 

To God, of all the centre and the source, 

Be power and glory given ; 
Who sways the mighty world through all its 
course, 

From the bright throne of Heaven. 



LAUDS. 

J«9M Bedemptor omnium. 

Kedeeheb blest of all who live ! 

Thy Pontiffs' endless prize ! 
Upon this day thine ear incline, 

And hear us from the skies. 

This day the holy Confessor 
Of thy most sacred Name, 

Honoured with yearly festive rites. 
To heavenly glory came. 
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This da/ amid the blisaiul choirs 
Of Angels, he sate down ; 

Beceiving, for the joys he spamM, 
An everlasting crown. 

Oh ! grant us in his steps to walk ; 

His holj life to live; 
And by the virtue of his prayers, 

Thy people's sins forgive. 

Glory to Thee, Lord and Christ ; 

Praise to the Father be ; 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete ; 

Through all eternity. 



^f a d^nitsuaot not a Idisbop. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 
lale Ooufetior, 
As at pa^ 216. 
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LAUDS. 
Jetu corona eelrior. 

Jesu ! eternal Truth sublime ! 

Through endless years the same ! 
Thou crown of those who through all time 

Confess thy holy Name : 

Thy suppliant people, through the prayer 

Of thy blest Saint, forgive ; 
For his dear sake, thy wrath forbear, 

And bid our spirits live. 

Again returns the sacred day, 

With heavenly glory bright, 
Which saw him go upon his way 

Into the realms of light. 

All objects of our vain desire. 

All earthly joys and gains, 
To him were but as filthy mire ; 

And now with Thee he reigns. 
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Thee, Jesu, his all-gracioas Lord, 

Confessing to the last, 
He trod beneath him Satan's fraud, 

And stood for ever fast. 

In holy deeds of faith and love. 
In fastings and in prayers. 

His days wera spent ; and now above 
Thy heavenly Feast he shares. 

Then, for his sake thy wrath lay by. 
And hear us while we pray ; 

And pardon us, Thou most high. 
On this his festal Day. 

All glory to the Father be ; 

And sole Incarnate Son ; 
Praise, holy Paraclete, to Thee ; 

While endless ages run. 
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®C Firgins. 

VESPERS AND LAUDS. 
Jent corona Virginum, 

Deab Crown of all the Virgin choir ! 

That holy Mother^s Virgin Son ! 
Who is, alone of womankind, 

Mother and Virgin both in one. 

Encircled by thy virgin band, 
Amid the lilies Thoa art found ; 

For thy pure brides with lavish hand 
Scattering immortal graces ronnd. 

And still wherever thou dost bend 
Thy lovely steps, O glorious King, 

Virgins upon thy steps attend, 
And hymns to thy high glory sing. 

Keep us, Purity divine. 
From every least corruption free ; 

Our every sense from sin refine. 
And purify our souls for Thee. 



trt HTXaS FKOX 



To God the Father, and the Scm, 
All honour, gl<Tr> pnuse, he giTen; 

With Thee, coeqnal Paradete! 
For e? ennore in earth and Heayen. 



JfATDTS. 
VtrgiittB TroUt Of^exqme wudrti, 

O Thou thj Mother's Maker, hail ! 

Hail, Virgin-bom ! to Thee ; 
To-daj a Virgin's death we sing, 

A Virgin's victory. 

donbly blest I to whom was given 

Martjr and Virgin too, — 
At once to triumph over death, 

And her frail sex snbdne. 

O'er fear, o'er thousand forms of pain. 

Victorious she stood ; 
And won the blissful heavenly heights 

In streams of her own blood. 
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Oh, tbrougli her prayers our sins forgive, 
All good and gracious King ! 

So may we pnrified in Iieart 
Thy praise. eternal sing. 

All glory to the Father be ; 

And sole begotten Son ; 
With The'fe, who dost from both proceed, 

While endless ages run. 

[If the Virgin be not a Martyr, the second and third 
stanzas are omitted, and the two last lines of the first 
stanza are as follows.] 

Look down in love on us who keep 
Thy Virgin^s memory. 



&t 1|oIq SRomcn. 

VESPERS AND LAUDS. 
Fortem viriU peetore. 

Laud we the Saint most sweet 
Shining in glory blest, 
Who bore a heroes noble heart 
Within a woman's breast. 
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Pierced with the We of Chrirt 
The world's iUse Ioto she fled ; 
And Heavenwaid with might and main 
Upon her jonrney sped. 

With fasts she pined the flesh, 
But on sweet food of pnjer 
Feasted her spirit pmie ; and now 
Doth joys eternal share. 

Christ oar King and God I 
Thon strength of all the strong ! 
To whom alone all holy deeds, 
And all great works belong; 

For her dear plaints on high. 
To OS propitions be ; 
And in the glorious Trinity 
Glory eteme to Thee. 



JfATIKS. 



'* Oh, through her prayers,*' &c., p. 22 
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^l t6e Belitcation of a e^urc^. 

VESPERS AND MATINS. 

CoelesHs urbt Jerusalem. 

Jerusalem, thou City blest ! 
Dear vision of celestial rest ! 
Which far above the stany sky, 
Piled up with living stones on high, 
Art, as a Bride, encircled bright, 
With million angel forms of light : 

Oh, wedded in a prosperous hour ! 
The Father's glory was thy dower; 
The Spirit all His graces shed. 
Thou peerless Queen, upon thy head; 
When Christ espoused thee for his Bride, 
City bright and glorified ! 

Q 
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Thy gates a pearly lustre pour ; 
Thy gates are open eyermore ; 
And thither evermore draw nigh 
All who for Christ have dared to die ; 
Or smit with love of their dear Lord, 
Have pains endured and joys abhorr'd. 

Type of the Church which here we see,« 
Oh what a task hath builded thee ! 
Long did the chisels ring around ! 
Long did the mallets' blows rebound ! 
Long worked the head, and toiPd the hand ! 
£re stood thy stones as now they stand ! 

To Qod the Father, glory due 
Be paid by all the heavenly Host ; 
And to His only Son most true ; 
With Thee, mighty Holy Ghost !, 
To whom praise, powV, and blessing be, 
Through th' ages of eternity. 
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f 



LAUDS. 
Alto 0x Oljfmpi verHoe, 

From highest Heav'D, the Father's Son, 
Descending like that mystic stone 
Cut from a mountain without hands, 
Came down below, and filPd all lands ; 
Uniting, midway in the sky, 
His House on earth, and House on high. 

That House on high, — ^it ever rings 
With praises of the Ring of kings ; 
For ever there, on harps divine, 
They hymn th' eternal One and Trine ; 
We, here below, the strain prolong, 
And faintly echo Sion's song. 

Lord of lords invisible ! 
With thy pure light this temple fill : 
Hither, oft as invoked, descend ; 
Here to thy people's prayer attend ; 
Here, through all hearts, for evermore. 
Thy Spirit's quickening graces pour. 

q2 
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Her» flMf t&e FahKfal, da j bj da j, 
Tlieir bearU' adoring homage paj : 
And here receiTe from thj dear lore 
The Meawngi of that home abmre ; 
Till looeea'd Ifom this mortal chabi, 
li§ ererhMting jojB they gain. 

To God the Father, glory doe 
Be paid hjr all the lieaTeol j HotA ; 
And to His onlj Son most tme ; 
With Thee, O mighty Holy Ghost I 
To whom praise, pow*r, and blesraog be. 
Through th' ages of eternity. 



■VD OV HTMirB VSOM TEM BBKTIJLKT. 



HYMNS FROM THE MTSSAL. 



HYMNS FROM THE MISSAL. 



Valm-Sttnirao. 

Qloriaf lau9, et honor, 

Glort and praise to Thee, Redeemer blest, 
Whom children with hosannas glad confess'd I 

Glory and praise, &c. ; is repeated. 

Hail, Israel's King ! hail, David^s Son adored. 
Who comest in the name of Israel's Lord ! 

Glory and praise, &c. 

Thy praise in Heav'n the host angelic sings ; 
On earth mankind, with all created things. 

Glory and praise, &c. 
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Thee with their pafans the Jews went forth to 

meet ; 
Thee now with prayers and holy hymns w« 

greet. 

Glory and praise, &c. 

Thee, on thy way to die, they crown'd with 

praise ; 
To Thee, now King on high, our song we raise. 

Glory alid praise, &c. 

Their poor homage pleased Thee, good and 

gracious King ! 
Ours too accept, — ^the host that we can hring. 

Glory and praise, &c. 
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CruxfidelU inter omne», 
Faithfui-. Cross, Tree all beauteous ! 

Tree all peerless and divine ! 
Not a grove on earth can show us 

Such a leaf and flower as thine. 
Sweet the nails, and sweet the wood, 
Laden with so sweet a load ! 

After which, " Fange lingua" as at page 91. 

[" Sweet the nails," &c. as ahovCy being re- 
peated after every stanza.'] 



i^rquence, lEastcr-Sunlias. 

Vietima Pa$ehali laudes. 

Forth to the paschal Victim, Christians, bring 
Your sacrifice of praise : 

The Lamb redeems the sheep ; 
And Christ, the Sinless One, 
Hath to the Father sinners reconciled. 



Tflgetber Deslliaad life 

In ft wtnMgB coDDJct ftfore ; 
The Prince of life, wlio died. 
Now fives and reigns. 

What thon lawest, Hsiy, laj. 
As thoa wentest on the wsj. 

I taw the tomh wherein the liying One had lain 

I saw His gioiy as He rose again ; 

Xapkin and Hnen clothes, and Angels twain ; 
Yea, Christ is risen, mj hope, and He 
Will go before yoa into Gafilee. 

We know that Christ indeed has risen finom the 
flail, thou King of Victory ! [grave : 

Have mercj. Lord, and save. 



Veni Sanele SpirUut. 

Holt Spirit ! Lord of light ! 
From thy clear celestial height 
Tbj pnre beaming radiance give: 
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Come, Thou Father of the poor ! 
Come, with treasures which endure 1 
Come, Thou Light of all that live ! 

Thou, of all consolers hest, 
Thou the souPs delightsome guest. 
Dost refreshing peace bestow; 

Thou in toil art comfort sweet ; 
Pleasant coolness in the heat ; 
Solace in the midst of woe. 

Light immortal ! light divine ! 
Visit Thou these hearts of thine, 
And our inmost being fill : 

If Thou take thj grace awaj. 
Nothing pure in man will stay ; 
All his good is turned to ill. 

Heal our wounds ; our strength renew ; 
On our dryness pour thy dew ; 
Wash the stains of guilt away : 
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Bend the stubborn henrt and will ; 
Melt the frozen, warm the chill ; 
Guide the steps that go astray. 

Thou, on those who evermore 
Thee confess and Thee adore. 
In thy sevenfold gifts, descend : 

Give them comfort when they die ; 

Give them life with Thee on high ; 

Give them joys that never end. 



Sequence, ^olemnftp of CDorpus CDftrUtl. 

Lauda Sion Salvatorem, 

SiON, lift thy voice, and sing ; 
Praise thy Saviour and thy King ; 

Praise with hymns thy Shepherd time: 
Dare thy most to praise Him well ; 
For He doth all praise excel ; 

None can ever reach His due. 
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Special theme of praise is tLine, 
That true living Bread divine, 

That life-giving Flesh adored, 
Which the brethren twelve received, 
As most faithfully believed. 

At the Supper of the Lord. 



Let the chant be loud and high ; 
Sweet and tranquil be the joy 

Felt to-day in every breast ; 
On this Festival divine 
Which recounts the origin 

Of the glorious Eucharist. 



At this Table of the King, 
Our new Paschal offering 

Brings to end the olden rite ; 
Here, for empty shadows fled, 
Is Keality instead ; 

Here, instead of darkness, Light. 
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His own act, at sapper seated, 
Christ ordain 'd to he repeated, 

In His Memory divine ; 
Wherefore now, with adordtion, 
We the Host of our salvation 

Consecrate from bread anJ wine. 



Hear what holy Church maintaineth, 
That the bread its substance changeth 

Into Flesh, the wine to Blood. 
Doth it pass thy comprehending? 
Faith, the law of sight transcending, 

Leaps to things not understood. 



Here, in outward signs are hidden 
' Priceless things, to sense forbidden \ 

Signs, not things, are all we see ; — 
Flesh from bread, and Blood from wine ; 
Yet is Christ, in either sign. 

All entire, oonfess'd to be. 



FROM THE MJBSAL. 239 

They too, who of Him partake, 
Sever not, nor rend, nor break. 

But entire, their Lord receive. 
Whether one or thousands eat. 
All receive the self-same meat, 

Nor the less for others leave. 

Both the wicked and the good 
Eat of this celestial Food ; 

But with ends how opposite ! 
Here 'tis life ; and there 'tis death ; 
The same, jet issuing to each 

In a difference infinite. 

Kor a single doubt retain. 

When they break the Host in twain, 

But that in each part remains 

What was in the whole before ; 
Since the simple sign alone 
Suffers change in 6tate or form, 
The Signified remaining One 

And the Same for evermore. 
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[Ecce panis angelorum.] 

Lo ! upon the Altar lies, 
Hidden deep from human eyes, 
Angels* Bread from Paradise, 

Made the food of mortal man : 
Children's meat to dogs denied ; 
In old types foresignified ; 
In the manna from the skies, 

In Isaac, and the Paschal Lamh. 

Jesa ! Shepherd of the sheep ! 
Thy true flock in safety keep. 
Living Bread! thy life supply; 
Strengthen us, or else we die ; 

Fill us with celestial grace : 
Thou, who feedest us helow ! 
Source of all we have or know ! 
Grant that with thy Saints ahove. 
Sitting at the feast of love, 

We may see Thee face to face, 
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SSrquence, JWass for tifte 9(&tr. 

Dies ira diu Ula, 

NiQHEB Btill, and still more nigh 
Draws the Day of Prophecj, 
That dissolveth earth and sky. 

Oh, what tremhling there shall he, 
When the world its Judge shall see, 
Coming in dread majesty ! 

Hark ! the trump, with thrilling tone, 
From sepulchral regions lone, 
Summons all before the throne : 

Time and Death it doth appal. 
To see the buried ages all 
Rise to answer at the call. ^ 
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Now the books are open spread ; 
Now the writing must be read, 
Which arraigns the quick and dead : 

Now, before the Judge severe 
Hidden things must all appear ; 
Nought can pass unpunished here. 

What shall guilty I then plead ? 

Who for me will intercede, 

When the Saints shall comfort need? 

King of dreadful Majesty ! 
Who dost freely justify ! 
Fount of Pity, save Thou me ! 

Becollect, Love divine ! 
'Twas for this lost sheep of thine 
Thou thy glory didst resign : 

Satest wearied seeking me ; 
SufFeredst upon the Tree : 
Let not vain thy labour be. 
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Judge of Justice, hear mj prayer ! 
Spare me, Lord, in mercj spare, ! 
Ere the Beckoning-daj appear. 

Lo ! thj gracious face I seek ; 
Shame and grief are on my cheek ; 
Sighs and tears my sorrow speak. 

Thou didst Mary's guilt forgive ; 
Didst the dying thief receive ; 
Hence doth hope within me live. 

Worthless are my prayers, I know ; 
Yet, oh, cause me not to go 
Into fire of endless woe. 

Severed from the guilty hand. 
Make me with thy sheep to stand, 
Placing me on thy right hand. 

When the cursed in anguish flee 
Into flames of misery ; 
With the Blest then call Thou me. 

.r2 
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Suppliant in the dnrt I lie ; 
Mj Leart a cindRr, cnuih^d and dry ; 
' Help me, Lord, when death is nigh ! 

Full of tears, and fall of dread, 
Is the day that wakes the dead, 
Calling all, with solemn hlast^ 
IVom the ashes of the past. 

Lord of merej 1 Jesu hlest ! 
Grant the Faithftd light and rest. 



Vor Stabat Mattr doUrota, see page 188. 
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HYMNS FBOM VARIOUS SOURCES. 



HYMNS FBOM VARIOUS SOUECES. 



HYMNS AT 
BENEDICTION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 



B^pme of S6t. ^^omas Aquinas. 

Adora Te devote laterte JDeitat. 

Godhead hid, devoutly 1 adore Thee, 
Who truly art within the forms before me 
To Thee my heart 1 bow with bended knee, 
As failing quite in contemplating Thee. 

Sight, touch, and taste in Thee are each de- 
ceived ; 
The ear alone most safely is believed : 

1 believe all the Son of God bas spoken, 
Than Truth's own word there is no truer token. 
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Grod only on the Cross lay hid from view ; 
But here lies hid at once the Manhood too ; 
And I, in both professing my belief, 
Make the same prayer as the repentant thief. 

Thy wonnds, as Thomas saw, I do not see ; 
Yet Thee confess my Lord and God to be : 
Make me believe Thee ever more and more; 
In Thee my hope, in Thee my love to store. 

thou Memorial of our Lord's own dying ! 
O Bread that Jiving art and vivifying! 
Make ever Thou my soul on Thee to live ; 
Ever a taste of Heavenly sweetness give. 

O loving Pelican ! Jesu, Lord ! 
Unclean I am, but cleanse me in thy blood ; 
Of which a single drop, for sinners spilt, 
Is ransom for a world's entire guilt. 

Jesu ! whom for the present veiPd I see, 
What I so thirst for, oh, voudbisafe to me : 
That I may see thy countenance unfolding, 
And may be blest thy glory in beholding. 
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IThefolhwinff m utuaUjf tung (rfUr tftwty ttanza*^ 

SbepLerd of the Faithful, Jesu, gracious 

be: 
Increase the &ith of all who put their faith in 

Thee. 



Ave, verum eorput naium. 

Hail to Thee ! true Bodj, sprung 
From the Virgin Mary's womb ! 
The same that on the Cross was hung, 
And bore for man the bitter doom ! 

Thou, whose side was pierced, and flow*d 
Both with water and with blood; 
Suffer us to taste of Thee, 
In our life's last agony. 

Son of Mary, Josu blest I 
Sweetest, gentlest, holiest! 
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l^cmn for CD]^rfstma!$«l9ap. 

Adestejldelet, 

Oh, come ! all ye faithful ! 

Triuinpliantly sing ! 
Come, see in the Manger 

The Angels' dread King ! 
To Bethlehem hasten ! 

With joyfiil accord ; 
Oh, hasten ! oh, hasten ! 

To worship the Lord. 



True Son of the Father ! 

He comes from the skies ; 
The womb of the Virgin 

He doth Dot despise ; 
To Bethlehem hasten, &c. 
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Not made but begotten, 

The Lord of all might, 
True God of true God, 

True Light of true Light ; 
To Bethlehem hasten, &c. 

Hark ! to the Angels ! 

All singing in Heaven, 
"To God in the highest 

High glory be given." 
To Betlilehcm hasten, &c. 

To Thee, then, OJesu! 

This day of thy birth, 
Be glory and honour 

Through Heaven and earth 
True Godhead Incarnate ! 

Omnipotent Word ! 
Oh, hasten ! oh, hasten ! 

To worship the Lord. 
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1|Qmn for £astcr«^Qn)rac. 

OJUii etJUia. 

Ye «ons and daughters of the Lord ! 
The King of glory, King adored, 
This day Himself from death restored. 

All in the early morning grey 
Went holy women on their way, 
To see the tomb where Jesus lay. 

Of spices pure a precious store 

In their pure hands those women bora, 

To anoint the sacred Body o'er. 

Then straightway one in white they see. 
Who saith, " Ye seek the Lord ; but He 
Is risen, and gone to Galilee." 

This told they Peter, told they John ; 
Who forthwith to the tomb are gone, 
But Peter is by John outrun. 
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That self-same night, while out of fear 
The doors were shut, their Lord most dear 
To his Apostles did appear. 

But Thomas, when of this he heard. 
Was doubtful of his brethren's word; 
Wherefore again there comes the Lord. 

** Thomas, behold my side,'' saith He ; 
** My hands, my feet, my body see. 
And doubt not, but believe in Me." 

When Thomas saw that wounded side. 

The truth no longer he denied ; 

" Thou art my Lord and God ! " he cried. 

Oh, blest are they who have not seen 
Their Lord, and yet believe in Him ! 
Eternal life awaiteth them. 

Now let us praise the Lord most high, 

And strive His name to magnify 

On this great day, through earth and sky : 



264 HYMNS AT BENEDICTION. 

Whose mercy ever runneth o*er ; 
Whom men and Angel Hosts adore; 
To Him be glory evermore. 



For SalutU humanee iotor . 
„ JEterM Hex altitaime . 
Paiige lingua glorion . 
Tawtum ergo sacraiMniu'm 
Saeria Bolemniis . 
Verbum $upemum prodient 
O »alutari$ Hostia 
Stabat Mater dolorosa 
Lauda Sion Salvatorem 
JEeeepanis angelonvm . 
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BA-OBA-HRITT. 
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HYMNS 

FROM THE OFFICE OF THE IMMACULATE 
CONCEPTION. 



AT MATINS, 
Salve mundi domina. 
Hail, Queen of the Heavens ! 
Hail, Mistress of earth ! 
Hail, Virgin most pure, 
Of immaculate birth ! 
Clear Star of the Morning, 
In beauty enshrined ! 
0. Lady, make speed 
To the help of mankind ! 

Thee God in the depth 
Of eternity chose ; 
And form'd thee all fair, 
As his glorious Spouse ; 
And call'd thee his Word's 
Own Mother to be, 
By whom He created 
The earth, sky, and sea. 



256 HTMNS FBOM THE OFFICE OF 

AT PRIME. 

Salve Virgo tapiens. 

Hail, Virgin most wise ! 
Hail, Deity's Shrine, 
With seven fair pillars 
And Table divine ! 
Preserved from the guilt 
Which has come on ns all ! 
£xempt in the womb 
From the taint of the Fall ! 

new Star of Jficob ! 
Of Angels the Qneen ! 
Gate of the Saints ! 
Mother of men ! 
terrible as 
The embattled array I 
Be then of the Faithful 
The refuge and stay. 
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AT TEBCE. 
Salce arcaffaditfu. 

Hail, Solomon's Throne ! 
Trne Ark of the Law ! 
FairBainhow! and Bush 
Which the Patriarch saw I 
Hail, Gideon's Fleece I 
Hail, blossoming Bod ! 
Samson's sweet Honeycomb ! 
Portal of God ! 

Well fitting it was 
That a Son so divine 
Should preserve from all touch * 
Of original Sin ; 
Nor sufier bj smallest 
Defect to be stain'd 
That Mother, whom He 
For Himself bad ordain'd. 



258 HniNS FROM THE OFFICE OF 

I 

AT SEXT.^ 
Salve Virgo puerpera. 

Hail, Virginal Mother I 

Hail, Purity's Cell I 

Fair Shrine ^here the Trinity 

Loveth to dwell ! 

Hail, Garden of pleasure ! 

Celestial Balm ! 

Cedar of Chastity! 

Martyrdom's Palm ! 

Thou Land set apart 
From uses profane, 
And free from the curse 
Which in Adam began ! 
Thou City of God! 
Thou Gate of the East! 
In thee is all grace, 
Joy of the Blest! 
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AT NONE. 
Salve ifrbB r^fugii. 

Hail, City of refuge ! 
HaO, David's high tower! 
With hattlements crown'd, 
And girded with power ! 
Fill'd at thj Conception 
With Love and with light ! 
The Di'agon hy Thee 
Was shorn of his might. 

Woman most valiant ! 
Judith thrice hiest ! 
As David was cherish'd 
At Ahisag'a hreast : 
As the saviour of Egypt 
Upon BachePs knee ; 
iSo the world's great Re4eeme 
Was fondled hy Thee. 
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AT VESPERS. 
Sahoe korologium. 

Hail, Dial of Achaz ! 
On Thee the trae Sun 
Told backward the course 
Which from old He had run ; 
And that man might he raised 
Submitting to shame, 
A little more low 
Than the Angels became. 

Thou, wrapped in the blaze 
Of His infinite Light, 
Dost shine as the mom 
On the confines of night ! 
As the Moon on the lost 
Through obscurity dawns ; 
The Serpent*s Destroyer I 
A Lily 'mid thorns ! 



TUB IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 261 

AT COMPLINE. 
Saloe Virgo floreru* 

Hail, Mother most pure 
HaU, Virgin renowa'd ! 
Hail, Queen with the stars 
As a diadem crown' d ! 
Above all the Angels 
In glory untold, 
Standing next to the King, 
In a vesture of gold ! 

Mother of mercy ! 
Star of the wave ! 
Hope of the guilty ! 
light of the grave ! 
Through Thee may we come 
To the Haven of rest ; 
And see Heaven's King 
In the courts of the Blest 



262 

JH^t ®0mmenTrati0n. 

Suppliees offerimut. 

These praises and prayers 
I lay at thy feet, 
V irgin of virgins ! 
Mary most sweet I 
Be thou my true guide • 
Through this pilgrimage here, 
And stand by my side 
When death draweth near. 



XlTD OT HTMirS VBOH tBE OFUCS OT TBC 
IUVACVi:.ATS COirC£FTI0M. 
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iTeast of %u 'Unntt iWoQtr of t^e 

Jii1t26. 
Clara diet ffaudiu. 

Spot lesb Anna ! Jada's glory ! 

Through the Church from East to West, 
Hlverj tongue proclaims thy praises, 

Hoi J Mary's Mother Blest! 

Under thy protecting banner 
Here assembled in thy name, 

Mary*8 Mother, gracious Anna, 
Grace and help of thee we claim. 

Saintly Kings and priestly Sires 

Blended in thy sacred line; 
Thou in virtue, all before thee 

Didst excel by grace divine. 

Under thy, &c . 



264 FEAST OF ST. ANNE. 

Linked in bonis of purest wedlock, 
Thine it was for as to bear, 

By the favour of High Heaven, 
Oar auroral Virgin Star. 

Under thy, &c 

From thy stem in beauty budded 
Ancient Jesse's mystic rod ; 

Earth from thee received the Mother 
Of th' Almighty Son of God. 

Under thy, &c. 

All the human race benighted 
In the depths of darkness lay ; 

When in Anne, it saw the dawning 
Of the long-expected day. 

Under thy, &c. 

i 

Honour, glory, virtue, merit, 
Be to Thee, Virgin's Son I 

With the Father and the Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 
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JFeast of t^e i^atftUfi of t^e ISItssetr 
Vix^n JDftarp. 

September 8. 
Aurora qua Solem pari*. 

Sweet Mom ! thou Pareut of the Son ! 

And Daughter of the same ! 
What joy and gladness, through thy birth. 

This day to mortals came ! 

Clothed in the Sun I see Thee stand, 

The Moon beneath thy feet ; 
The Stars above thy sacred head 

A radiant coronet. 

Thrones and Dominions gird Thee round, 

The Armies of the sky ; 
Pure streams of glory from Thee flow, 

All bathed in Deity ! 



266 HATIVITY OF B,V. UARY. 

Terrifio as the banner'd line 

Of battle's dread array! 
Before Tb ee tremble Death and Hell, 

And own thy mighty sway : 

While crushed beneath thy dauntless foot, 
The Serpent writhes in vain ; 

Smit by a deadly stroke, an^ bomid 
In an eternal chain. 

O Mightiest! pray for ns, that He 
Who came through Thee of yore 

May come to dwell within our hearts, 
And never quit us more. 



I 



Praise to the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, through Whom 
The Word eternal was conceived 
Within the Virgin's womb. 



\ 
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J^cast of ^$ Unnttutlotfoti of t^e ISUMtt 
XTtiftn i^latp. 

March 26. 
Supemum ale$ nwxtiat. 

The Angel spake the word — 
" Hail, Thou of women blest V 
From highest Heav'n the Godhead conies, 
And fills her virgin breast. 

Maiden! how great henceforth 
Thy dignity shall be ! 
The Son of God becomes thine own, 
This day conceiyed by Thee. 

This day the Holy Ghost, 
From thy alUsinless blood. 
Moulds in thy womb that flesh divine 
Of the life-giving Word ; 

Whereby we babes the meat 
Of elder ones obtain ; 
, And Ho, who Angels feeds as God 
Feeds men, as God made M an 
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To Him who, to redeem 
Our race, came down from Heaven, 
Praise with the Father evermore, 
And Holy Gl'host be given. 



Hm^tt llcmn for t|t same Jpeast. 

Quis U eanai mort(Mum t 

What mortal tongue can sing thj praise, 

Dear Mother of the Lord ? 
To Angels only it belongs 
Thy glory to record. 

Who bom of man can penetrate 

Thy sours majestic shrine ? 
Who can thy mighty gifts unfold, 

Or rightly them divine ? 

Say, Virgin, what sweet force was that. 
Which from the Father's breast 

Drew forth his co-eternal Son, 
To be thy bosom's guest ? 
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'Twas not tby guileless faith alone, 

That lifted Thee so high ; 
Twas not thy pure seraphic loTe, 

Or peerless chastity : 

But, oh ! it was thy lowlinesSi 

Well pleasing to the Lord, 
That made Thee worthy to become 

The Mother of the Word. 

Oh, Loftiest ! — whose humility 

So sweet it was to see ! 
That God, forgetful of Himself, 

Abased Himself to Thee ! 

Praise to the Father, with the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, through Whom 

The Word eternal was conceived 
Within the Virgin's womb. 
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iPeajst of 4e Fteitstto oi tt)t )3to«eli 

July 2. 
Quo «a?2c£t» ardor te rapU. 

Whithes thus, in holy rapture, 
Boyal Maiden, art Thou bent^ 

Why so fleetly art Thou speeding 
Up the mountain's rough ascent ? 

Filled with eternal Godhead I 
Gbwing with the Spirit's flame ! 

Love it is that bears Thee onward, 
And supports thy tender frame. 

Lo ! thine aged cousin claims Thee, 
Claims thy sympathy and care ; 

God her shame from her hath taken; 
He hath heard her fer?ent prayer. 

Blessed Mothers ! joyfiil meeting ! 

Thou in her, the hand of God, 
She in Thee, with lips inspired, 

Owns the Mother of her Lord. 



PUBIFICATION OF B. Y. MAKY. 2?1 

As the sun his face concealing, 
In a cloud withdraws from sight, 

So in Maiy'then lay hidden 

He who is the world's true light. 

Honour, gloiy, virtue, merit, 
Be to Thee, Virgin's Son I 

With the Father and the Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 



JFtMt Of tl^c iNtification of tiftt laUsBco 

February 2. 
TempH ittcraiat pande Sionforei, 

SiON ! open wide thy gates ; 

Let figures disappear ; 
A Priest and Victim both in one; 

The Truth Himself is here. 
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No more the simple flock shall bleed. — 

Behold the Father's Son 
Himself to His own Altar comes 

For sinners to atone. 

I 

Conscions of hidden Deity, 

The lowly Virgin brings 
Her new-bom babe with two yonng doves, 

Her tender ofiferings. 

The hoary Simeon sees at last 

His Lord so long desired, 
And hails, with Anna, IsraePs hope. 

With sudden rapture fired. 

But silent knelt the Mother blest 

Of the yet silent Word ; 
And pondering all things in her heart, 

With speechless praise adored. 

Praise to the Father with the Son, 

And Holy Spirit be ; 
Praise to the blessed Three in Ore, 

Through all eternity. 
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JFesjst 0! t^e ISlsBumptfon of tfie )SI(ii«tlr 

August 16. 
O vot aiherei plaudiie ewes, 

BsjoiCE, ye Spirits and Angels on high 1 

This day the pure Mother of Love , 
By death was set free ; and ascendlDg the sky, 
Was welcomed hy Jesus, with triumph and joy, 
To the Courts of his glory above. 

Virgin divine ! what treasures are thine I 
What power and splendour untold ! 

With flesh thoa hadst clothed the Lord of all 
might ; — 

He clothes Thee in turn with his infinite light, 
And a vesture of radiant gold. 

He, who on thy breast found nurture and rest. 
Is now thy ineffable Food ; [ceal'd, 

And He, who from Thee in the flesh lay con- 
Now gives Thee, beholding his glory reveal'd, 
To drink from the fulness of God. 
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Througli thy Virginal womb what graces have 
come ! 

What glories encompass thy throne ! 
Where next to thy son, thou sittest a Qaeen, 
Exalted on high, above Angels and men ! 

Inferior to Godhead alone ! 

Then hear as, we pray, on this blessed Day; 

Bemember we also are thine ; 
And deign for thy children with Jesus to plead 
That He may for^ve us, and grant us in need 

His strength and protection divine. 

All praise to the Father, who chose for his 
Son 

A Mother, the daughter of Eve ; 
All praise to the glorious Child of her womb ; 
All praise to the infinite Spirit, by Whom 

Her glory it was to conceive ! 
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H^omn from tl)e lUesponsors o( 5t. 3)oscp!). 

Qtticunque aanus vivere. 

To all who would holily live, 

To all who would happily die, 
St. Joseph is ready to give 

Sure guidance and help from on high. 

Of Mary the Spouse undefiled. 
Just, holy, and pure of all stain. 

He asks of his own Foster-child ; 
And needs hut to ask to oh tain. 

[Here the first stanza is repeated.] 
To all who would holily live, &o. 
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In the manger that Child he adored. 
And nursed Him in exile and flight ; 

Him, lost in his boyhood, deplored ; 
And found with amaze and delight. 

To all, &c. 

The Maker of Heaven and Earth 
By the labour of Joseph was fed ; 

The Son by ineffable birth 
Submissive to Joseph was made. 

To all, &c. 

And when his last hour drew nigh. 
Oh, full of all joy was his breast, 

Seeing Jesus and Mary close by. 
As he tranquilly slumber'd to rest, 

To all, &c. 

All praise to the Father above ; 

All praise to the infinite Son ; 
All praise to the Spirit of love ; 

While the days of eternity run. 
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^mn from tit K&ejsponsors of %u ^ettr. 

8i vis Paironum qmarere* 

Seek ye a Patron to defend 
Your cause ? — ^then, one and all, 

Without delay upon the Prince 
Of the Apostles call. 

Blest Holder of the heavenly .Keys 
Thy prayers we all implore : 

Unlock to us the sacred bars 
Of Heaven's eternal door. 

By penitential tears thou didst 

The path of life regain ; 
Teach us with thee to weep our sins, 

And wash away their stain* 
Blest Holder, &c. 



278 HYMN FROM THE 

I 

The Angel touch'd thee, and forthwith 
Thy chains from oflF thee fell ; 

Oh, loose us from the subtle coils 
That link us close with Hell. 

Blest Holder, &c. 

Firm Rock whereon the Church is based 1 

Pillar that cannot bend ! 
With strength endue us ; and the Faith 

From heresy defend. 

Blest Holder, &c. 

Save Eome, which from the days of old 

Thy blood hath sanctified; 
And help the nations of the earth, 

That in thy help confide. 

Blest Holder, &c. 

Oh, worshipped by all Christendoni ! 

Her realms in peace maintain ; 
Let no contagion sap her strength, 

No discord rend in twAin. 

Blest Holder, &c. 



BESPONSORY OF ST. PETER. 279 

The weapons, which onr ancient foe 

Against ns doth prepare, 
Cnish thou ; nor suffer us to fi&ll 

Into his deadly snare. 

Blest Holder, &g. 

Guard us through life ; and in that hour 
When our last fight draws nigh, 

O'er Death, o'er Hell, o'er Satan's power. 
Gain us the victory. 

Blest Holder, &c. 

Praise to the Lord and Father he ; 

Praise to the Son who rose ; 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete ; 

While age on ages flows. 

Blest Holder, &c. 
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l^fimn from t^e 3IUspoB8orv of &U ^auL 

Pre$9i nudarum pondere. 

All ye who groan, beneath 
A load of ills oppress'd! 
Intreat St. Paul, and he will pray 
The Lord to give you rest. 

Victim, dear to Heaven ! 
Paul, thoa Teacher true ! 
Thou love apd joy of ChriBteodom ! 
To thee for help we sue. 

Pierced with the flame of love 
Descending from on high ; 
Twas thine to preach the Faith, that onoe 
Thou songhtest to destroy. 

Victim, &c. 



ttX'MN TO ST. PAUL. 281 

Nor toil, nor threftten'd death, 
Nor tempest, scourge, or chaio, 
Could from th' Assembly of the Saints 
Thy loving heart detain. 

Victim, &c. 

Oh, by that quenchless love 
Which burnt in thee of yore ! 
Take pity on our miseiles ; 
Our fainting hope restore. 

Victim, &c» 

True Champion of the Lord 1 

Crush thou the schemes of Hell ; 

And with adoring multitudes 

The sacred temples fill. 

Victim, &c. 

Through thy prevailing prayer, 
May Charity abound ; 
Sweet Charity, which knows no ill, 
Which nothing can confound, 

O Victim, &c. 



282 HTMM TO ST. PAUL. 

To earth's remotest shores 
May one same Faith extend ; 
And thy epistles through all climes 
Their blessed perfume send. 

Victim, &c. 

Grant us the will and power 
To seyve Thee, God of might ! 
Lest wavering still, and unprepared, 
We sink in depths t>f night. 

Victim, &c. 

Praise to the Father be ; 
Praise to the Son who rose ; 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete ; 
While age on ages flows. 

Victim, &c. 
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l^emn from tfie Htsponsorfi of $Su )Ptud 

BeUi tumuUut inffruU, 

Wabs and tumults fill the earth ; 

Men the fear of God despise ; 
Retribution, yengeance, wrath, 

Brood upon the angry skies. 

Holy Pius ! Pope sublime ! 
Whom, in this most evil time, 
Whom, of Saints in bliss, can we 
Better call to aid than thee? 

None more mightily than thou, 

Hath, by holy deed or word, 
Through the spacious earth below 

Spread the glory of the Lord, 
oly Kus, &c. 



284 HrMM TO ST. PIUS V. 

/hine it was, (X Pontiff brave ! 

Pontiff of eternal Rome ! 
From barbaric yoke to save 

Terror-stricken Christendom* 
Holy Pius, &c. 

When Lepanto's Gulf beheld, 
Strewn. upon its bosom fair, 

Turkey^s countless navy yield 
To the power of thy prayer : 
Holy Pius, &c. 

Who meanwhile, with prophet eye, 
Didst the distant battle see ; 

And announce to standers by 
That same mementos victory 
Holy Pius, &G. 

Mightier ilow and glorified ! 

Hear the suppliant cry we pour ; 
Crush rebellicm's haughty pride ; 

Quell the din of rising war. 
Holy Pius, &c. 



FEABT OF ST. BTEPHEK. 285 

At thy prayer may golden peace 
Down to earth descend again ; 

Licence, discord, trouble cease ; 
Justice, truth, and order reign. 
•Holy Fins, &c. 

To the Lord of endless days. 

One Almighty Trinity ; 
Sempiternal glory, praise, 

Honour, might, and blessing be. 
Holy Pius, &c. 



Jpfflst of i^t. 5ttp^en t^e ^rotomartpr. 

December 26. 
O qmi teo dux Jfartfrum. 

Captain of the Martyr Host 1 

peerless in renown ! 
Not from the fading flowers of earth 

Weave we for thee a crown . 



286 FEAST OF ST. STEFHEST. 

The Btoijies that smote thee, in thy hloovl 
Made heanteoas and divine, 

All in a halo heavenly bright 
Abont thy temples shine. 

The scars npon thy sacred brow 
Throw beams of glory round ; 

The splendours of thy bruisdd face 
The very sun confound. 

Oh, earliest Victim sacrificed 

To thy dear Victim Lord ! 
Oh, earliest witness to the Faith 

Of thy Incarnate God ! 

Thou to the heavenly Canaan first 
Through the Bed Sea didst go. 

And to the Martyrs' countless host, 
Their path of glory show. 

Erewhile a servant of the poor, 
Now at the LamVs high Feast, 

In blood-empurpled robe array'd, 
A welcome nuptial guest ! 



FEAST OF ST. JOHN EVANGELIST. 287 

To Jesas, bom of Virgin bright, 

Praise with the Father be ; 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete, 

Through all eternity. 



JFeast of %U Hlof^n tf^e lEOtingelist, 

December 27. 
QiuB dixU, egii, pertulU. 

The life which Gkxl's Incarnate Word 
lived here below with men, 

Three blest Evangelists record 
With Heav'n-inspired pen : 

John penetrates on eagle wing 
The Father's dread abode ; 
And shows the mystery wherein 
The world subsists with God* 



288 FEAST OP 8T. JOHN EVANGBLIgT. 

Pare Saint! upon his Saviour's breast 

Invited to recline, 
Twas thence he drew, in moments blest, 

His knowledge all divine ; 

There too, with that angelic love 

Did he his bosom fill, 
Which, OLce enkindled from above. 

Breathes in his pages still. 

Oh, dear to Christ !— to thee upon 

His Cross, of all bereft, 
Thou Virgin soul ! the Virgin Son 

His Virgin Mother left. 

To Jesus, bom of Virgin bright. 
Praise vnth the Father be ; 

Praise to the Spirit Paraclete, 
Through all eternity. 
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IBinoti^er 1$pmn for tbt %Emt Jpeast. 

Juuu tyranni pro fide. 

An exile for the Faith 
Of thy Incarnate Lord, 
Beyond the stars, — ^beyond all space, 
Thy soal unprison^d soared : 

There saw in glory Him 
Who liveth, and was dead ; 
There Juda^s lion, and the Lamb 
That for oar ransom bled : 

There of the kingdom learnt 
The mysteries sublime. 
How, sown in Martyrs' blood, the Faith 
Should spread from clime to clime. 

There the new City, bathed 
In her dear Spouse's light, 
Pure seat of bliss, thy spirit saw, 
And gloried in the sight. 

u 



290 HTMH TO JK8US. 

Now to tbe LamVs clear fount, 
To drink d'life their fill 
Thon callest all ; — Lord, in me 
This blessed thirst instil. 

To Jesns, Virgin-bora, 
FtaisD with the Father be ; 
Praise to the Spirit Paraclete, 
Through all eternity. 



llpmn to 3e8ns. 

Jetu no$ira BedempUo, 

Jesu ! onr Redemption ! 

Loved and desired with tears ! 
Grod, of all worlds Creator ! 

Man, in the dose of years ! 

What wondrons pity moved Thee 
To make onr cause thine own 

And suffer death and torments, 
For sinners to atone ! 



HYMN TO THE HOLY OH08T. 291 

thou, who piercing Hades, 
Thy captives- didst anchain ! 

Who gloriously ascendedst 
Thy Father^s Throne again 

Subdue our many evils 

By mercy all divine ; 
And comfort with thy presence 

The hearts that for Thee pine. 

Be thou our joy, Jesu I 

In whom our prize we see ; 
Always through all the ages, 

In Thee our glory be. 



I^pmn to tf^e T^oIq (Sf^oftt 

Veni Creator Sfpiriius, 

Come, Creator Spirit ! 

Visit this soul of thine ; 
This heart of thy creating 

Fill Thou with grace divine. 

u 2 



292 HYMN TO THE HOLT GHOST. 

Who Paraclete art called ! 

The gift of God above! 
Pure Unction ! holy Fire ! 

And Fount of life and love 

Finger of God's right hand ! 

The Father's promise tnie 
Who sevenfold gifts bestowest 

Who dost the tongue endow \ 

Pour love into our hearts ; 

Our senses touch with light ; 
Make strong our human irailtj 

With thy supernal might. 

Cast far our deadly Foe ; 

Thy peace in us fulfil ; 
So, Thee before us leading, 

May we escape each iU. 

The Father, and the Son, 

Through Thee may we receive ; 

In Thee, from Both proceeding. 
Through endless time believo. 



AYUS FOB SUNDAY MORNDIO. 293 

Praise to tbe Father be ; 

Praise to the Sou who rose ; 
And praise to Thee, blest Spirit ! 

While age on ages flows. 



1|Bmn for i^un^ap ittorning. 

Ad temipla no$ rur$u$ voeat. 

Again the Sunday morn 

Calls us to prayer and praise ; 
Waking our hearts to gratitude 
' With its enliveniDg rays. 

But Christ yet brighter shonOi 
Quenching the morning beam ; 

When triumphing from death He rose, 
And raised us up with Him. 

When first the world sprang forth, 

In majesty array'd, 
And bathed in streams of purest light ; — 

What power was there display'd ! 



294 HTHN FOB 8UKDAT MORNDTa. 

But ob, what love ! — when Christ, 
For our tranBgressions slaiD, 

Was by th' Etenial Father crowned 
For us with life again* 

His new-created world 

The mighty Maker view'd, 
With thoisand^oTelj ti^ adorn'd ; 

And straight pronounced it goocL 

fiut oh ! much more He joy'd 
That self-same world to see, 

Wash'd in the Lamb's all-saving Blood, 
From its impurity. 

Nature each day renews 

Her beauty erermore ; 
Whence to God's hidden Majesty, 

The soul is taught to soar. 

But Christ, the Light of all, 
The Father's Image blest. 

Gives us to see our God Himself 
In Flesh made manifest. 



HTMN OF ST. FSANdS ZAYIBB* 295 

Blest Trinity ! voachsafe 

That to thy guidance trne, 
What Thou forhiddest, we may shun : 

What Thou commandest, do. 



l^pmn of ^t. JFrands Xabier. 

O JDeutf ego amo Te* 

My Gt)d, I love Thee, not hecause 
1 hope for Heav*n thereby : 

Nor because they, who love Thee not, 
Must burn eternally. 

Thou, my Jesus, Thou didst me 

Upon the Cross embrace ; 
For me didst bear the nails and spear, 

And manifold disgrace ; 

And griefs and torments numberless. 

And sweat of agony ; 
E'en death itself— and all for one 

Who was thine enemy. 



296 ilYMN OF ST. FRAKCIS XAVIER. 

Then why, blessed Jesu Christ \ 
Should I not love Thee well ; 

Not for the sake of winning Heaven, 
Or of escaping Hell : 

Not with the hope of gaining aught 

Not seeking a reward ; 
But, as Thyself hast loved me, 

ever-loving Lord? 

E*en so I love Thee, and will love» 
And in thy praise will sing ; 

Solely because Thou art my God, 
And my eternal King. 



ENGLISH INDEX. 



Above the stany spheres . * . 
Again the slowly circling year 
Again the Sunday mom . 
All ye who groan, beneath 
All ye who seek a comfort sure 
All ye who seek, in hope and love . 
An exile for the Faith . 
Ark of the Corehant ! not that 
At the Crotfs her station keeping . 
Bathed in eternity's all-beauteous beam 
Bethlehem I of noblest cities . 
Blest Guardian of all vir^ souls . 
Christ's peerless crown is pictured in 
Come, darkness, spread o'er Hear'n thy pall 
Come, Holy Ohost, and through each heart 
Come, O Creator Spirit blest . 
Come, O Creator Spirit . . . 
Daughter of Bion I cease thy bitter tears 
Daughters of Sion I royal maids . 
Dear Crown of all the Virgin choir 
Dear Herald of our King! thou didst . 
Dear Maker of the starry skies 
Down in adoration falling 
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298 ENGLISH INDEX. 

Dread Framer of the earth and sky ... 6 

Eternal Glory of the heavens 31 

FaithM Cross, O Tree all beaateons ... 233 

Father of lights I one glance of Thine . . . 162 

Flowers of martyrdom all hail 62 

Forth oomes the Standard of the King . . • 89 

Forth let the long prooession stream . • . 83 

Forth to the paschal Victim, Christians, bring • 233 

From highest Heaven, the Father's Son . . 227 

From the flur-Uaiing gate of mom ... 48 

From the Truth thy sool* to torn . ... 143 

Hail thon Star of ocean 197 

Oiveroflife, eternal Lord 198 

Olory and praise to Thee, Redeemer blest . . 231 

<ilory of Iberia's throne 142 

Crod, in whom all grace doth dwell ... 173 

Hsil, City of reftige 269 

Hail, Dial of Achaz 200 

HaU, Mother most pore 201 

Hail, O Qoeen of Heaven, enthroned ... 30 

Hail, Queen of the Heavens • .... 266 

Hail, Solomon's throne 267 

Hail, Spear and Nails 1 erewhile despised . 70 

Hail to Thee ! true Body, sprung .... 249 

HaU, Virginal Mother 268 

Hail, Vhrgin most wise . . . . . .266 

Hail, wounds I which through eternal years 87 

Hark ! an awftd voice is sounding ... 46 

He who once, in righteous vengeanoe ... 86 

His sacred feet with tears of agony 104 

Holy Mother, pimoe me through .... 140 

Holy Spirit I Lord of light 234 
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In caves of the lone wildemesifhy youth . . 166 

Jerusalem, thoa City blest 226 

Jesn I as though Thyself weit here ... 82 

Jesn, brightness of the Father .... 188 

Jesa, Creator of the world 116 

Jesn ! eternal Tmth sablime 219 

Jesii,Bedeemer of the world 48 

Jesn 1 the very thought of Thee . . . . M 
Joseph, our certain hope below . . . .136 

Joseph, pure Spouse of that immortal Bride . • 134 

Joy to thee, O Queen of Heaven .... 39 

Land we the Saint most sweet .... 228 

Lead us, great teacher Paul, in wisdom's ways . 129 

Let old things pass away 113 

Let us arise -end watch ere dawn of light . . 6 

Lift to the skies, great Borne, Martina's name . 130 

Light of the soul, O Saviour blest .... 168 

Lo^ fidnter now lie spread the shades of night . 8 

Lo! how the savage crew 118 

Lord of all power 1 at whose command ... 28 

Lord of eternal purily 24 

Lord of eternal truth and might .... 11 

Lord of immensity sublime 17 

Lo 1 upon the altar lies 240 

Maker of men 1 who First and Sole ... 32 

Mar^ of unconquered might .... 209 

Mother of Ahnighty God 178 

Mother of Christ I hear thou thy people's cry. . 38 

Mother of mercy, hail, O gracious Queen . . 40 

Mother of our Lord and Saviour .... 162 

My Ood, Hove Thee, not because .... 296 

Ifigherstm, and still more nigh .... 24^ 
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EHOLI8H INDEX. 



Noble Champion of the Lord . 

Now at the Lamb's high royal feast^ 

Now daUj shines the son more fair 

Now doth the fiery son deeliue 

Now doth the fiery sun decline 

Now doth the sun ascend the sky . 

Now let the earth with joy reeoond 

Now let us sit and weep . 

Now, while the herald bird of day . 

Now with the fost-departing light . 

Now with the rising golden dawn . 

Now with the slow-revolving year . 

O blessed Saint, of snow-white purity 

O blest Creator of the light . 

O blest Creator of the world 

O boonteons Framer of the globe . 

O Captain of the Martyr Host 

Christ ! the beauiy of the angel worlds 

O Christ, the glory of the Angel choirs 

O Christ, thy gtdlty people spare . . 

O cruel Herod! why thus fear 

Overwhelmed in depths of woe 

Ofttimes, when hemmed around by hostile 

O glory and high boast . 

Qodhead hid, devoutly I adore Thee 

Oh, come I all ye faithful 

Oh, turn those blessed points; all bathed 

O Jesu ! born of Virgin bright 

O Jesul King most wonderful 

O Jesu 1 life-spring of the soul . 

O Jesu ! our Bedemption . . 

O Jesu ! Thou the beauty art . 
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O QaMn of all the Yfarfrin choir .... 200 
O saviiiff Victim ! opening wide .... 116 

O Sion I open wide thy gates 271 

O Thoa eternal King most hig^ . . . .101 
O Thou eternal Soosoe o£ love .... 38 
O Thoa eternal Soaree of lore .... 109 
O Thou, of all thy warriors Lord .... 206 
O Thou pore light of souls that love . . .100 
O Thoa, the Father's Image blest ... .16 
O Thou, the Heaven's eternal King ... 96 
O Thoo, the Martyrs' glorious King « . .214 
O Thou, thy Mother's Maker, hail . . . .222 
O Thou, true life of all that live .... 12 
O Thou, who dost all Nature sway . , . .29 
O Thou, who dost all Nature sway . ... 110 
O Thou, who thine own Father's breast. . • 46 
Our limbs with tranquil sleep refreshed . . 14 
Peter, blest Shepherd I hearken to our cry . . 128 
Peter, whatever thou sbalt bind on earth . 127 

Praise we those ministers celestial . . . . 174 
Protect thy native City, Spirit blest ... 188 
Pure Light of light! eternal Day .... 18 

Pure, meek, with soul serene 100 

Bedeemer blest of all who.Uve . . .217 

S^oice, O ye Spirits and Angels on high . . 278 

Bemember, O Creator Lord 801 

Biches and regal throne^ for Christ's dear sake . . 161 
Buler of the dread immense ., ... 176 

Saint of sweetest mi^esty 187 

See flrom on high, arrayed in truth and grace . 60 

Seek ye a Patron to defend 277 

See ! where in'shame the. Ood of glory hangs 
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ENGLISH INDEX. 



Sing, my tong^, the Saviour's glory 
Sing, my tongue, the Saviour's glory . 
Sing we the Martyrs blest 
Sing we the peerless deeds of martyred Saints 
Sion, lift thy voice, and sing . 
Son of the Highest ! deign to oast . 
Spotless Anna ! Jnda's glory . 
StarofJaoob, ever beaming . 
Sweet Mom! thou Parent of the Son . 
The agonizing hooks, the rending sooorge 
The Angel spake the word • 
The Confessor of Christ, firom shore to shore 
The darkness fleets, and joyfhl earth 
The dawn is sprinkling in the East 
The dawn was purplmg o'er the sky 
The glories of that saered Winding Sheet 
The golden star of mom .... 
The life which Ood's Incarnate Word . 
The Lord commands ; and, lo, his iron chains 
The Lord's eternal gifts .... 
The Lord, whom earth, and air, and sea 
The pall of night o'wshades the earth . 
The Saviour left high Heaven to dwell . 
These praises and prayers .. 
The Word, descending from above 
This day, beneath the form . 
This day the glorious Trinity . 
This day the wondrous mystery 
Thou loving Maker of mankind . . 
Thus did Christ to perfect manhood . 
Thybody with long fiastings worn . • 
^ who would holily live . 
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ENaLISH INDEX. 803 

PACU 

To be the Lamb's celestial bride .... 164 

To Christ, the Prince of Feaoe . . . . 12S 

Unconqoered Martyr of his God .... 146 

Unloose, great Baptist, our sin-fetter'd lips . . 165 

Virgin ofaUrirgins best 141 

Wan and tumalts fill the earth .... 283 

What a sea of tears and sorrow .... 168 

What mortal tongue can sing thy praise . . 268 

What tongue, Ulnstrious Spear, can duly sound . 76 

When Christ, by his own servants slain . . 206 
When it reached the tyrant's ear . .61 

Whither thus, in holy rapture .... 270 
Worshipp'd throughout the Church to earth's fisr 

ends 137 

Te mist aDddarkness,eIoud and storm ... 23 

Te sons and daughters of the Lord. • • • 262 



LATIN INDEX. 



PAfil 

Adestefldeles ....':... 260 

Ad<nraTe devote latens Deltas .... 247 

Ad regias agni dapes 94 

Ad templa noe rarans Yocat 203 

sterna CluriBti manera 204 

JEterna (kb'U gloria .' 81 

JEteme Rector sldenim .*.'.... 176 

jEteme rerum eouditbr •'...•• 

£terne Bex altissime .*.,,.• 101 

Ales die! nontlas . 1 *..••• 10 

Alma Bedemptbrls Mater • • . . • 88 

Alto ex Olympi yertlce 227 

Antra deeerti tenerU tab aania . . . .166 

A solia ortuB eardine 40 

Aapice infami Deos ipse llgno . . • . • 66 

As^ice Qt Verbom Patris a snpemM ... 60 

Athleta ChrisU nobilis 148 

Auctor beate HBcall 116 

Aadi benigne Conditor 70 

Audit tyraanos anxins .',.... 61 

Aurora coelttm porpturat .. .... 06 

Aurorajamspargitpoliun ; . . , . 

z 



308 LATIN ISDEX. 

PAOB 

Legis^gmriflpingitar ...... 69 

Lvcifl.Creajxnr optime . . . . . .13 

Lastrcisex.qaijainperegit .^ .' . . .93 

Lnz a}ina Jesn mODtiutn 168 

Lqx 9pce g^git aarea 27 

Hagn9 Dens potentie 28 

Maria castis oscnlis 161 

• • • 

Mar fcine celebrij>laadite Domini . . . .130 

Martyr Bei Venuitias 146 

Memc^nto remm Conditor 201 

MirismodiB.repente liber ferrea .... 163 

Mereptes oculi sparj^te lachrymas ... 63 

Mysteriam mirabile . ...... 80 

Noct^ 8iirfi;ente8 YigilemuB omnes .... 5 

Ncni i)lam orncians nngula non fern . . .131 

Nox i|tra rerumcont^t 26 

Nox et tenebrs et nabila ..... 23 

Nallis te genitqr blanditils trahit .... 143 

Nana Sanqte nobis Spiritps ^ • • • * 10 

O Deps, ego an)o Te. , , . . . . 296 

OfiiaetfiliiB . , 262 

O gloriosa '^rginom , ^ .... 200 

O nimis felix m^ritique c^si 168 

Opes deonsque i:egiaip rel^ueras , ' , . .161 

Oquitao^nxl^artyram ..... 286 

O qnot on^is ]%cbr}man3|n , . . . . 169 

O sslntaris Hostia 116 

O solji magnarom ur][>iam 64 

O Solsalatis intimis « 74 

O Stella Jaoob fnlgi(U ,,.... 181 

OyosiBthereip1attd{teciyefl , . • . . 27S 

PaDg0 lingua glorio^i ...... 81 
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PAcn 
Fange lingoa gloriosi lU 

Faschale mando gaudinm 207 

Pater supemi luminis . . . . . . 162 

Placare, Christe, servolis . . . . .191 

PrsBcIaracttstosTirginiim 179 

Press! malorum pondere. * . ' . . . . 280 

Primo die qao Trinitas .'.'.... 3 

QasB dixit, egit, pertnlit . . . . .287 

Qttsnam lingua tibi, O Lancea, debitas . . 76 

Qaem terra, pontas, sidera 199 

Qaiconque Christam qosritis 167 

Qaicanqae certam qaseritis ..... 121 

Qaionnque sanus Tivere . ' 275 

Qaia te canat mortaliam f 268 

Qnodcnnqne in orbe nezibns revinxeris . . .127 

Quo sanctos ardor te rapit 270 

Sector potens, verax Deiu 11 

Begali solio fortis Iberin ■ 142 

Begina cceli leetare .... . . .39 

Begis supemi nnntia ...... 182 

Bermn Creator optime I 22 

Benun Dens tenax vigor . ..... 12 

Bex gloriose martyrnm 214 

Bex tempiteme coelitnm '. 96 

Sacris solemniis jnncta sint gandia . . .113 

Seepe dnm Christi popnlus 160 

Saro doiomm turbine 66 

Salntia ntemse dator 193 

Salntifl humane Sator 100 

Salve area fcBderis 257 

Salve horologium ....... 260 

Salve mundi domina ...... 255 



310 LATIN INBEX. • 

PAGB 

Salve, Begina, Mater misericordie . . .40 

Salve urbs refagii 259 

Salve Yirgo florens . 281 

Salve Virgo puerpera 258 

Salve Yirgo sapiens. . . . . . . 266 

Salvete Christ! vulnera 87 

Salvete Clavi et Lancea 7Q 
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